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EVINRUDE 


The Coming of the Evinrude Created a Better 
Summer for 25,000 People 


This detachable portable rowboat motor which attaches to any rowboat in less than one 
minute has created new pleasures for lovers of water sports in all parts of the world. Its 
very Simplicity has enabled not only women and children to use it but has offered greater 
possibilities for a better vacation on any body of water. The 
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Magneto on 1914 Models 


ROW-BOAT-MOTOR 
Adopted by 10 Governments 











and Theodore Roosevelt has purchased one for his South 
American trip. Other prominent explorers and sportsmen use 
them in all parts of the world. 


The great Evinrude plant has a capacity of over 200 detachable 
rowboat motors per day. But even with this tremendous out- 
put we have been compelled, in the height of season, to refuse 
orders, so great has been the popularity of “Evinruding”’. 
Warehouses are maintained in the principal cities of the world 
for the purpose of furthering “Evinrude” service: a feature 
never before even attempted by any marine engine builder. 






156 F STREET 


SAN FRANCISCO 
423 Market Street 


Illustrated Catalog Sent Free, Upon Request 
Lest You Forget—Write for a Copy Today 


™ Evinrude Motor Company 


MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 


BRANCH OFFICES: 


NEW YORK CITY 
69 Cortland Street 


It was impossible to improve the basic construction of the 
“Evinrude” therefore we added to it. One of the most striking 
additions which identify the 1914 models and contribute an 
epoch in gasoline motor construction is the 


Built-In Reversible Magneto 
No batteries to carry, no danger of wet contact points, as rain, 
waves or even complete submersion will not affect it. 


Evinrude detachable motors are on sale at Hardware and 
Sporting Goods dealers throughout the United States. 


PORTLAND, ORE. 
106 Fourth Street 
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ILLY SHEEHAN looked down gloomily 

at the piquant face of Birdie MeMul 

len, smiling up at him from the depths 

of a davenport in the McMullen parlor. 
For the fifth time Mr. Sheehan had laid at her 
feet his heart, his hand, and what hopes he had of a 
fortune still to be wrested from a grudging world. 
And for the fifth time Birdie smilingly declined to 
fall into his waiting arms. 

“But why won't you marry me?” he persisted. “I’m 
willing to make a little bet there isn't anybody else!” 

“You'd win that without a struggle, Billy,” Birdie 
said. “I’d have to show some speed 
to put over anything like that on 
you, the way you've been keeping 
cases on me for a couple of years, 
No, it isn’t that, son. I haven’t an) 
wild yearning in my heart for a tall, 
handsome hero like the fellows in 
the advertising pages of the maga 
zines. 

“It’s simply that I don’t want to get 
married. I haven't time. I've got a 
whole raft of things planned that I 
want to get through with before I do 
that Philadelphia quickstep up the 
aisle with a shower bouquet in one 
hand and some poor trembling mutt in 
the other.” 

“But you've got to get married some 
time!” Sheehan pursued. 

“When did they pass that law?” 


= H, you know what I mean!” he 
O retorted, “you’re not going to go 

along forever wasting yourself 
on all these people that are leaning on 
They'll let 
you do it just as long as you'll stand 


you around these corners 


for it, Birdie, but you've got yourself 
to think of. It—it isn’t right!” he 
added lamely. 

“Tam thinking of myself, Billy.” she 
said, looking wistfully at his familiar 
profile while he stared moodily at the 
floor, “believe me, that’s the big idea 
with me all the time. And that’s why 
I don’t want to get married. Marriage 
runs in my family and all the neigh 
bors have got the habit, I’ve seen an 
awful lot of it all my life, Billy, and I 
always shy like a two-year-old when 
I catch the scent of orange blossoms.” 

He turned to her quickly and with a 
little puzzled frown. 

“What's the idea?’ he asked, “don’t 
you think I'’d—I'd be good to you? 
Why, Birdie, I'd work my fingers off 
for you! You know that!” 

Miss McMullen reflectively regarded her importu 
nate suitor, and while she is saying nothing it is our 
chance to take a look at the situation. 

At times young Sheehan dabbled in polities and he 
had accepted an occasional minor appointment con 
nected with the tax assessor’s office, which at all 
times and in all places has gathered to it those bar 
nacles of careless youth and hopeless old age that 
swell the ranks of “the organization.” When he tired 
of serving the public or fell’ out with the political 
boss of the hour, Billy played at looking after his 
father’s real estate interests—a task by no means 
onerous—and in the intervals he greeted life with 
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‘* What's the idea?’’ he asked, ‘‘ don’t you 
think I’d—I’d be good to you? Why, 
Birdie, I'd work my fingers off 

for you! 


ILLUSTRATED BY ERNEST FUHR 
the easy confidence of one whose present is assured 
and whose future may be permitted to take care of 
itself. 

Birdie was amused by Billy’s calm assurance that 
they would marry some day—when she came to 
regard him with the same measure of confidence 
and importance that he granted to himself. And 


| ; 
f 9 
é ; 
a 4 


7 






You know that!’’ 


“y 


Sheehan would be a_ novel 


yet life without Billy 
and unreal experience which she would be loath to 
enter upon. 

“IT wouldn't like to see you working your fingers 
off for anybody, Billy.” she said, when she got good 


and ready: “it would be too much of a reversal of 
form—I'm afraid you couldn't stand it. Why can’t 
you be a nice little fellow and forget all this stuff for 
five years or so?” 

“Why? 
seizing one of her hands 
for you ever since we were kids. Birdie. You know 
that. I don’t have to tell you that I never looked 


Because I want you!” he declared fiercely, 


“T’'ve wanted you and waited 


B 





Motives 
By Frank X. Finnegan 


crooked at another girl in this town. Why, 
you were always meant for me! I never 
dreamed of anything else! And now you tell 
me to wait five years! That’s to laugh!” 
he added bitterly. 
“Oh, Billy. Billy; you're a nuisance!” Birdie ex- 
claimed, wresting her hand free. “You're going to spoil 
everything. If I wanted to get married, I'd chase you 
over to Father Clancy with your hat in your hand 
to-morrow, and we'd be read out at all the masses next 
Sunday. But I don't want to, Billy.  It’s—it’s too 
soon. You're the only one I ever would think of 
marrying,” she faltered, “but I—I 
Oh, I wish you'd cut it all out till 
“Well, that’s something,” Sheehan 
interrupted, putting an arm tenderly 
about her shoulders. “If I’m the only 
one you would ever think of marrying, 
that sort of makes it unanimous. But 
there’s one thing I wish you'd do, 
Birdie. Think of it a little oftener, 
won't you? That’s the girl,” he said, 
giving her a reassuring little squeeze; 
“think of it every little while. And 
we won't say anything about it for a 
couple of weeks and then 
“Don’t you go framing up things to 
suit yourself, son,” Birdie came back 
as strong now as if her voice had not 
failed her a moment before, “or you're 
likely to get badly bumped. I’m not 
promising anything except that I'll 
think of this foolishness of yours 
and I’m sure likely to do that. But 
you've promised not to spring it every 


” 


time I meet you on the street, and 
that’s the best line of talk I’ve heard 
from you to-night.” 


“PT HAVE another that always makes 
| a hit,” he said, “and I'm going 
to pull it right now.” 

“What is it?’ Birdie asked inno- 
cently. 

“Good night,” Billy said with a grin 
as he rose and moved toward the lit 
tle reception hall; “that goes good 
everywhere I try it.” 

“What's the big rush?” she _ hos- 
pitably questioned. 

“T’'ve got to kick the lark out of bed 
to-morrow morning,” he returned 
blithely: “the governor is going to take 
his rheumatism down to West Baden 
for a couple of weeks and it’s me on 
the job early. I'm going to be the 
hard-hearted landlord, and if Politsky, 
the tailor, doesn’t pay his rent on time, 
I'm going to put him and his family 
out in the middle of the tracks where the trolley 
cars will run over ‘em.’ 

“That’s the talk,” Birdie responded blithely, “only 
Don't let me keep you 


look out he doesn't bite you. 
if vou’re going to begin being a business man in the 
morning—you'll need all the sleep you can corral 
between now and then.” 

“Oh, that part of it'll be all right,” Sheehan said, 
with his hand on the knob; “I can get plenty of it in 
a few hours. I always was a fast sleeper. Good night, 
Birdie.” 

Billy Sheehan stayed away two whole days; that 


was the admirable way he started in at keeping his 
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promises; but Birdie was astounded and outraged to 
find she did not like this new form of faithfulness 
she missed him! 
Birdie caught at a characteristic distraction Mrs. 
McMullen had a visit from Mrs. Heidelmeier at the 
psychological moment for Birdie. Mrs. Heidelmeier 
was a good neighbor: Heidelmeier had recently opened 
a moving-picture show, and 

“She says she’s afraid Heidelmeier will have to 
give it up.” Mrs. MeMullen sighed, “and lose all he 
put into it. There’s too many of those foolish little 
five-cent theatres starting up around here. Toor Mrs 
Heidelmeier was crying.” 

Birdie frowned—*“And they with a houseful of kids!" 

“Yes, the poor soul, it’s the children that are 
worrying her most,” her mother said mournfully. “She 
says she begged him not to open that place when he 
talked about going into it. He knows nothing about 
the theatre business, child! But somebody talked 
him into it and all he could see was slashin’s of money 
comin’ in, so nothing would do but that he should put 
his last dollar into the place. It’s a hard world, Birdie.” 

“No news in that, mar,” her daughter returned, 
“but there ought to be some way out for those poor 
Dutch dubs!” 

“Come to your supper, alanna,” Mrs. MeMullen said, 
“sighing over it won't help them. But I would if I 
could—you may be sure of that.” 

Sut it was not Birdie’s way to say she would if she 
could and stop there. Anyway here was something 
to put Billy Sheehan out of her head. 


N HER homeward way that evening she saw 
O Herman Heidelmeier at the door of his five 
cent theatre on Halsted Street. 

The amateur impresario of “the movies” raised his 
hat and bowed solemn greetings to Birdie as she 
tripped toward him through the home-going crowd of 
workers. There was an unwonted droop at the corners 
of the Heidelmeier mouth and the shoulders of the 
rotund Herman seemed to sag just a trifle more than 
usual—eloquent signs to one who could read the busi 
ness barometer this displayed—but his face lightened 
as the young woman stopped beside him. 

“Well, how goes the battle?” 

“Ach; business is bad, Miss McMullens,” 
“With three moving-picture houses in two blocks, 
what can a feller expect? And now comes the inspec 
tors from the City Hall what says I must make me a 
new doorway on the side for fire escapes and take 
chairs out that the aisles should be wider, and if I am 
getting $30 a week out of it I am lucky. How can 


Such softness was not to be endured! 


she asked gayly. 


he said. 


you ask me how goes the battle?” 
“Well, you don’t want to burn us all up one of these 
nights, do you? You're just as likely to torch off this 
shack some night when there are a couple of hundred 
important parties inside your gate 
as anybody else in the business 
and you people sure do keep the 





‘*They all seem to be doing pretty well at that,’’ she observed. 
cut out for the show business. 
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You can't get any sympathy out of me 
Heidelmeier Ive got 


firemen thin 
on that fire-escape stunt, Mr 
au kid sister who Spends most of her time in here 
when she isn’t in bed dreaming about cowboys.” 

“Sure, that’s all right about the new doorway,” 
the impresario admitted, “but this place is no good 
for a business. They rush in and out like they was 
crazy—lI don’t got anybody to talk to.” 

SROM the interior of the little theatre, which was 
|: not vet open for the evening's show, emerged Mrs. 

Heidelmeier in time to catch the drift of her hus- 
band’s complaint. 

“Good evening, Birdie,” she said: “how fine you 
look! IT was over to see your ma the other day. She 
didn’t tell me how you was getting so fat!” 

“Yes, I'll be fat enough to kill by spring,” Miss Me- 
Mullen observed; “your husband was just telling me 
he’s getting tired of trying to put Belasco and Froh- 
man out of business.” 

“Sure he’s tired of it the matron rejoined mourn- 
fully: “I told him that before he started—that he 
would get so sick of it. He don't like it now no 
better than when he came here. Nobody stops to talk 
with him unless it’s a license inspector from the City 
Hall that wants $5 so he shouldn’t close up the thea- 
tre because Herman has a red light broken or some 
thing.” 

“Well, you know the inspectors have to live,” Birdie 
suggested, “and sirloin steak is twenty-eight cents a 
pound.” 

“Sure they have to live, but not off me!” Heidel 
meier rejoined: “and, besides, a feller ought to have 
some friends to talk with once in a while if he’s in the 
It’s such a lonesome place! 


theatre business or not. 
Ugh!” And he glared up at the garish front of his 
theatre in disgust. 

“Tl tell you what he does, Birdie,” his wife inter 
posed heatedly: “he goes like a fool over to Max Weiss 
man’s place at night to play peaknuckle with them 
loafers, and when he is gone his cashier takes the 
money from the cash drawer for her own pocket! I 
three dol 
lars gone that night when he counts it up. So!” 

Heidelmeier waved a silencing finger at his wife 

“No, no,” he protested, “she is honest, that girl. I 
know her father.” 

“That ought to make it a cinch,” Birdie suggested. 
“As long as the old man isn’t in the penitentiary, I 
suppose she’d trip over a roll of bills and think they 
were cigarette coupons. But you've got to stay on the 
job if you expect to keep the deck hands from backing 
a truck up here some night and moving the whole out 
fit down to a pawnshop.” 

“T wish I could sell it out and get a little money,” 
he said. “I would go away some place and start me 


know she does it, because it’s always two 





‘‘I’m afraid you're not 
How much will you take for the place 
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au suloon. That’s a business where a man can make a 
living without being like he was in jail all the time 
The saloon business IT know The nickel theatre—it’s 
something else again.” 


“Yes, sell out!” Mrs. 
“Aber who would buy the place? 


Heidelmeier dolefully re 
peated. Already 
there are too many nickel theatres around here.” 

Birdie glanced down the noisy street to where the 
flaring lights of Heidelmeier’s rivals illuminated the 
neighborhood. Within a half mile no less than five 
similar establishments flung their banners to the 
breeze and laid siege to the elusive nickel. 

“They all seem to be doing pretty well, at that,” she 
observed. “I'm afraid you're not cut out for the show 
business, Mr. Heidelmeier. How much will you take 
for the place?” 

“Seven hundred dollars I put into it, Miss McMul 
lens,” he said. “That’s'a lot of money. I'll take seven 
hundred. You don’t want I should lose money by sell 
ing out?” 

She had been thinking rapidly from the moment he 
spoke of his ambition to transfer his activities to a 
saloon. It was the cue she had been searching for. 

“If you'll take five hundred, I think I know a man 
who would like to dip into the movies about five 
hundred worth,” she said; “and if you’re so Keen for 
standing behind a bar instead of in front of it, I bave 
an idea I might drag you to a brewery agent who 
would take the five hundred away from you and plant 
you down in a little drum, all stocked and turning ’em 


away, inside of a week. Are you on?” 


RS. HEIDELMEIER clasped her hands above 
M her heart and looked from Birdie to her hus 

band in hope and dumb admiration. Her dream 
threatened to become a reality with the speed of one 
of their own “movie” plots. 

“Waita minute! Wait a minute!” Heidelmeier cried, 
waving his hands wildly. “Not so fast, Miss McMullens. 
When I am losing two hundred dollars all in a minute 
I got to stop and think it over a little. Five hundred 
for everything—machine, fixtures, license?’ 

“Everything but your other coat and the new door 
Birdie returned. “Can you let me know to 
You've got to step lively on bar- 


way,” 
morrow evening? 
gain day, you know.” 

Heidelmeier stared at the placards beside his door 
way—the dashing pictures of cowboys and stage rob 
bers that had hemmed him round for six weary 
months. Then his gaze slowly shifted to the gilded 
signs on Max Weissman’s saloon at the corner. 

“All right. I let you know right now,” he said. 
“Bring me around your feller with the five hundred and 
your brewery agent and we make it a three-handed 
deal, Miss MeMullens. That's me—always business.” 

“Don’t take your sign down yet for a while,” she 


warned. “This big idea hasn't gone 


any further than you and me so far, 


r" (Continued on page 28) 
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Er HAS not wealth and he has 
not power, this man of Utah! 


But he has honesty and he 


has patriotism, and he has 
walked unawed for a dozen years 
through some of the thickest and most fear GY, g 


somely inhabited political jungles of 

Surveying the beasts that stalk those wilds, we 
come first upon the State organization of the 
Republican party, dominated by a group of office- 
holders called the “Federal bunch,” and main- 
taining a capacious band wagon, the wheel 
horses of which, despite principles, were fre- 
quently found following whatever load of hay 
happened to come down the street. 

There was also the Democratic organization, 


more scrawny, and therefore—if possible—hun- 
grier. There was also the Church of Jesus 





years, for the furtherance of its aims and the 
protection of its interests, has been in polities, Fj 
both State and national Z 


Christ of Latter Day Saints, which during fifty 


The Beasts in the Jungle 


HERE were also certain great corporate in 
terests, the sugar, the salt, the coal for 


Z 
tunes, and others of and 4 





lesser degree; 
each, after the nature of the genus, doing politica! 
business with whatever group or combination of 4 
groups might serve the moment. And now, while \ 
aver and some deny that the Mormon 
Church counts twice in the political situation, 
once as an ecclesiastical interest, and again in 
this latter group as a financial interest—those 
denying including President Joseph F. Smith 
himself, with whom I raised the question—it is 
nevertheless rather emphatically affirmed by men 


some 


who have been through the legislative mill in 
Utah that when in later years an issue has 


arisen between the rights of property and the 
rights of the people, a pale horse wearing ecclesi 
astical trappings was very likely to appear and 
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Man of Utah 


By Peter Clark Macfarlane 








Wh Y, pears to be, utterly 
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reveal itself, a high brow, gray eyes, a 
determined chin, and that shut 
very tightly somewhere out of sight 
behind a pair of pirate mustaches—a 
good-humored, patient Love ap- 
innocent of pose, as undra- 


lips 


soul 





America. ut 
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Y, matic as a mole, but of granite firmness. 

They were telling me at the round-up the 
other day of an Indian boy who picked up a 
red hot piece of iron by mistake. His compan- 
ions laughed when he dropped it quickly. The 
lad snatched it up again and held it out sizzling 
in his palm till, shamed by his courage, his 
comrades struck it from his hand. No one could 
conceive of Love’s doing a foolhardy thing like 
that, but he strikes me as having the same qual- 
ity of courage. 














The Philanthropic Railroad 





\\ |’ WAS in 1901, just after Love had been 
4 elected to the State Senate, that he picked 
4 up his first hot iron. To this Legislature 
Z came that greatest of all monsters in the Utah 


jungle, the Union Pacific, seeking those letters 


of marque and reprisal which launched it upon 


that now famous—or is it infamous *?—privateer 
Z ing cruise over the whole face of American 
Z a thaondt 
Z railroading. 
Y Let us turn back the clock for a moment. 
} Harriman had got the Short Line, and with it 
the Oregon Railway & Navigation Company, 
which, in addition to a thousand miles of rail- 
road, threw in a handful of steamships. This 
gave him an enlarged but closely coherent sys- 


tem extending from Omaha to Portland, with a 
floating arm But Harriman was in- 
dulging dreams that were Napoleonic. To real- 
ize them he must have more powers. Utah was 
The larger powers must 


beyond. 


his corporation's home 

come from there. 
Accordingly, a few days before the opening of 

ZG the legislative session of 1901, Winslow 8S. Pierce, 























wheel and charge in squadron alongside of Coal 


and Railroads, Smelters, and Sugar. 
However, for the first decade, of all the beasts in 
this jungle, the most aggressive—because it wanted 


what it wanted with a want indeed; and 
the most formidable—because it had most money in its 
way and was able at times to fight with the combined 
strength of Republicans and Democrats, apostles and 
millionaires—was the Union Pacific Railroad. 

But we must not forget to catalogue the Common 
People. They were there, hiking out over the whole 
of the jungle, hewing the wood, drawing the water. 
barbecuing the meats, gleaning what was left from the 
feasts of one interest or another, trying to keep from 
under the feet of combatants, taking what peace and 
comfort they might between whiles, and all] the time 
studying carefully the habits of the lords of the tangle, 
laying up hope against the day when pitfalls would be 
dug, snares laid, and bonds and fetters forged to make 
the jungle as safe as the “Zoo” in Central Park 


A Beehive and Its Shadow 
imagine all these beasts roaring at once, 


ND now 
and at one lone, poor man. Of course, they prob 


ably never did roar all at once. Nor did any man 
ever stand entirely alone against them. Yet one, consist 
ently for a dozen years, has gone about the business 
of his citizenship in the jungle inhabited by 
great powers whom I have crudely and perhaps un 
happily portrayed as beasts, alternately fawned upon 
or gnashed at, thrusting his head between one pair of 
jaws and another, snatching here a morsel and there a 


very great 


these 


whole carcass for the plain table of the common people. 

And all the time, those powers, the 
Church, has held this man’s social standing and his 
commercial life in its hands. It might have crushed 
him. That it has not may mean that it never 
really been opposed to him, or may be an evidence of 
its growing moderation, or increasing sagacity; or it 
may be a tribute to the character of the man—un 
spectacular, unflinching, but unboasting, inspir 
ing for the unselfishness of devotion at 
the very time when he is rousing the bitterest opposi 


too, one of 


has 


also 


respect his 


tion to his designs. 


But here we turn about in these Utah zoological 
gardens and seek the apiary. The honeybee is the 
divinely appointed example of industry to the Mor 
mon. The beehive is a part of the insignia of the 


Church. Brigham Young built one on the top of his 


principal home and you may see it there to-day. 
Hence, the beehive in Utah parlance has a_ signifi 
cance like the Crown in English law. Questions are 


passed up to and decisions come down from the bee 
hive. The beehive has sometimes been tall enough for its 
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1 good-humored, patient soul Love appears to be, 
utterly innocent of pose, as undramatic 
as a mole, but of granite firmness 


shadow to fall the dome of the Capitol at 
Washington. It now to fall heavily in Utah 
and in some of the surrounding States. 

In the language of the Book of Mormon, the word 
for honeybee is deseret, and that word is written all 
over Mormon history and enterprise. There is a 
Deseret “News,” a Deseret Gymnasium, a Deseret Sun 
day-school Union, a Deseret Savings Bank and Trust 
Company. Even the State of Utah was to have been 
named Deseret. The territorial organization formed 
under the governorship of Brigham Young bore that 
designation ; but an unresponsive, 


across 


is said 


yet sentimental, Con 
little bee by upon 
and the industrious little ant upon the other, to name 
the Territory after a sluggard tribe of Indians. 

This beehive idea of cooperation inspired the Chureh 
to many tasks for which as individuals the saints were 
unequal. The people The little ready 
money was in the hands of the Church. Thus when 
the beet-sugar industry was launched had the 
capital but the Church guaranteed the 
sugar company’s bonds to the amount of two hundred 
thousand dollars; which, by the way, is how it 
about that the Church million-dollar 
slice in a ten-million-dollar concern which is one wing 
of the Sugar Trust in Utah. On the same principle 
but in different ways, it gone into many 
prises of manufacture and commerce. 


Our Man of Utah 
MONG those which started earliest and succeeded 
best was the Zion’s Cooperative Mercantile Com 
pany. This organization the 


word deseret in its name, but it has been a very busy 
little hive of bees. 


gress passed the busy the one side 


were poor, 
ho one 
necessary ; 


comes 


to-day owns a 


has enter 


somehow escaped 
It is a complete department store 
establish 
ment, and it manufactures half a dozen of the lines it 


as well as a big wholesale merchandising 


sells. It is capitalized at more than a million and last 

year did millions 
Something more than twenty years ago the Z C. M. I., 

as it is called, created a new 


a business of nearly seven 


office and selected a new 
man for the position. The office was traflic 
the man Stephen IT. 
friends called him then, and do now. 


mikmnaiger 5 


Wis Love—"“Steve” Love his 


Ile was a young 


man then; he is now near fifty, and still traffie man 
ager. Besides which, he is our Man of Utah. who will 
not be awed—a tall, quiet man, with balanced, thought 


ful features, a countenance which does not easily 


Yy an attorney of New York and an executive com- 
“ mittee man of the Union Pacific, appeared in Salt 
Lake City with a roll under his arm consisting of cer- 
tain and sundry legislation which he was 
interested in seeing enacted into law. These bills were 
exhibited by appointment to Senators and Assembly- 
men, and purported to be a rearrangement of the rail- 
road legislation of the State, clearing up dark points 
and putting a block signal’ system on the right of 
way so that railroad managers might not inadvertently 
the law. 


pieces of 


collide with 


The Loaded Bill 

T WAS naively admitted that the bills conferred 
| some new rights. One, for instance, among other 

things, would permit the Union Pacific to issue im- 
mediately one hundred millions of new stock. But it 
was also explained glowingly that this would enable 
the said Union Pacific to do very wonderful 
things for its nourishing mother, the good State of Utah. 
One of these was the building of the Evanston Cut-off 
which would put Salt Lake City on the main line; an 
other was the Deep Creek Extension, something always 
talked about when railroad facilities were mentioned ; 
last and greatest of all was the double tracking of the 
main line from Omaha to Ogden and Salt Lake City. 

And the railroad, it appeared, was so anxious to do 
all these things that Mr. Pierce could hardly 
wait for the session to open and the houses to organize. 
He wanted one of these bills introduced the very first 
day, passed the second, and signed the third, if that 
were possible. And it did not appear impossible! 
Everybody was for the bill; all parties, all interests, all 
papers, all legislators—but one. That one was Stephen 
H. Love, the maiden Senator from Salt Lake City. And 
he was merely not for it. 


some 


good 


he was not against the bill 

“Why are you in such a hurry to pass the bill?” he 
asked Mr. Pierce, who had summoned him, almost last 
of all the Senators, to his office to hear about it. 


Mr. Pierce offered the most plausible reason of 
which he could think 
“But.” exclaimed Loye, as he held the long, type 


written pages in his hand; “I do not understand it. I 
not in a month. I don’t believe anybody 
Do you think a man like me is entitled to a bill 


could else 
can. 
of particulars?” 

Mr. Pierce thought so, and offered one, verbally, but 
it was so guarded and contained so many particulari 
zations which did not particularize that the Senator’s 
suspicions were only the more thoroughly aroused. How- 
ever, he said at the termination of the interview : “I will 
not oppose the passage of the bill because I do not know 
what Tam opposing, but I am going to say to you that 


i think the bill is loaded.” 
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On the third day of the session the measure was in 
troduced in both branches; on the fifth day the House 
passed it unanimously, and the same day the Senate 
substituted the House bill for its own, and, undet 
suspension of the rules, passed it also unanimousl) 
and noiselessly, except that Stephen H. Love arose 
and said 

“Because I do not understand this bill, I will not 
vote for it. I fear the State will come to regret the 
hasty action of this day. I think the bill is loaded.” 

This law was enacted in January, 1901, nearly thir 
teen years back of us: but that great scheme of im 
provement still labors in the womb of promise. The 
Deep Creek Extension is unbuilt; Salt Lake City is 
yet on a branch line: and the double-tracking 


mountain district of the West have been the worst 
in the—well, I do not know of any place in this coun 
try where they have been so bad. Starting westward 
from the Missouri River, they appear to follow the 
elevation, getting higher and higher to the middle of 
the great table land, where they begin to drop off 
gradually until, at the water's edge, they can flirt a 
finger at ocean competition. 


Differential Calculus 
ore instance, the rate on iron pipe from Pittsburgh 


to San Francisco was G cents, but to Utah points, 
1.000 miles back along the way, it was twice as 


much, or $1.30. Some rates were not so bad: others 


the deep black pools of railroad guile for ten years 
without discerning certain shadows therein He in 
sisted that the members should sign a bond agreeing 
to provide a certain financial support for a certain 
time. Some of them demurred, offended that their 
stability should be called in question. 

“We are all in earnest now,” admitted Steve, “but 
when we get started they will begin to pull us down 
I don’t know whom they will reach; it may be you, it 
may be me.” And so they signed. 

A year Was spent in getting ready, good and ready, 
and then they attacked vigorously, front, flank, and 
rear, by a petition to the President, by an appeal to 
the Interstate Commerce Commission, and by a de 

mand upon Congress for additional legisla 





crews laboring westward from Omaha are 
still out of sight from the highest peaks of 
the Wasatch Range. 


Traffic in Railroads 


UT the issue of that hundred millions of 
B new stock followed as fast as printing 
presses could work, and immediately 
thereafter the Union Pacific began to deal in 
other roads as farmers deal in hogs. It ac- 
quired the Southern Pacific Company, with a 
mileage greater than its own; it fought eye to 
eye with Hill for the control of the Northern 
Pacific. With the proceeds of this happy in- 
vestment in Northern Pacific it gathered great 
blocks of other stocks. Ullinois Central, Bal 
timore & Ohio, Milwaukee, Northwestern, 
Alton, and even New York Central; indeed, 
went on buying and buying and “pyramiding” 
stock control almost to the hour of the un 
merging of the wizard personality of Harri 
man. Thereafter, in the course of time, came 
the order of the Supreme Court for the loosen 
ing of dead fingers, which, in effect, was to 
megaphone all the way from Washington to 
Salt Lake City: “You were right, Steve: the 
bill was loaded !” 
Love's legislative career developed rapidly. 
He set out to break no records as an obstruc 
tionist, yet went his own independent way 








tion to tighten the britchens in the long and 
short haul clause of the law. 


How the Battle was Fought 


I ‘HE President displayed sympathetic in 
terest; the Interstate Commerce Com 
mission came to Utah and commenced 

hearings ; Congress started committee grinding, 

But it was in the hearings that the battle 
was fought and won: on the one side Love 
and Babeock and MeCarthy, and their one 
little lawyer, working for a fee of $1,000; on 
the other side the assembled legal lights of 

the railroad firmament. Love was not a 

lawyer, but he knew a lot about freight rates. 

He probably knew no set of rates on a single 

road as well as did the representatives of that 

road, but he knew more about all the rates 
than any single individual opposed to him 

Besides, it was the lawyers and not the traflic 

men who were trying the case for the rail 

roads—which the traffic men themselves, 
watching the canny Stephen throw down card 
after card, knew was bad for their cause. 
When the railroads began to advance their 
old argument about the high cost of operation 
in the West, the little Traffic Bureau at Salt 
Lake exploded a series of mines by showing 





that, first, as to gross earnings, the Union 
Pacific, a mountain road with 6,000 miles of 
line, Was earning more money than the Bur 








He was a Republican, and in time became floor 
leader of the Republicans, yet never rolled a 
rotten log. and sometimes found himself the only Re- 
publican voting for a Democratic measure; he was a 
Mormon, yet sometimes found himself alone among the 
Gentiles. 

One day an apostle of the Church remonstrated 
with him for his course, telling him he should know 
on which side his bread was buttered. 

“Just what do you mean by that?’ Steve asked 
sharply. The apostolic face flushed and the apos 
tolic form faded. 


The Lonely Path 


N THAT same first session he found himself upon 
I the way to Lonesomeville several times. He voted 

against the impossible Kearns for United States 
Senator when Kearns, though a Roman Catholic, had 
the indorsement of Lorenzo Snow, then president of 
the Mormon Church. He voted against the Evans Bill, 
which was designed to make prosecutions for polyga 
mous living impossible. He voted against Smoot for 
United States Senator in a later session. 

And he did all this seriously. but imperturbably, 
with little of the flash of personal passion 

“Retter get in the band wagon, Steve observed 
Kearns amiably while his fight was still on 

“T'll never get in your band wagon.” commented 
Steve with equal amiability. 

“Why do you oppose me for the Senate? Have I 
not the right to aspire?” Smoot asked him casually. 

“T do not question your right to aspire, but I do 
question the wisdom of it. I do not think you would 
like to see a Roman Catholic prelate in the Senate,” 
he replied just as casually 

Along in 1907 the Union Pacific lobby. never absent 
by the way, bobbed up with another bill of ominous 
proportions, which would have given them the right 
to do about everything tnat had heen overlooked by 
any chance in the former bill Love and his friends 
fell upon this bill and hacked and chopped it so 
savagely that its own parents barely recognized it as 
it came limping up the gangplank after its perilous 
voyage 

But the emasculation of this bill was Love's last 
charge. Though he had gone softly on his way for 
the most part, and had gradually risen till he was now 
the President of the Senate, yet progress had not been 
made without treading upon one bunion after an 
other, until now many boots were lifted with the chari 
table design of kicking him into oblivion Stephen 
saw them poised and knew the weight of their aggre 
gate Being always a man who avoids unnecessary 
impacts. he did not offer himself as a candidate for 


reelection 


However, this decision of the railway lobby to ask 
for waivers on Stephen as a legislator only set him 
free to do their employers a worse hurt Being a 
traffic manager in Zion, Mr. Love had long been inte 
ested in freight rates, and freight rates in the intra 


Unsexed 


By BERTON BRALEY 


Illustrated by Blanche Greer 


¥. 


T DOESN'T unsex her to toil in a factory 
Minding the looms from the dawn till the night; 

To deal with a schoolful of children refractory 
Doesn’t unsex her in anyone’s sight; 

Work in a store—where her back aches inhumanly— 
Doesn’t unsex her at all, you will note, 

But think how exceedingly rough and unwomanly 
Woman would be if she happened to vote! 

¥ 

To sweat in a laundry that’s torrid and torrider 
Doesn’t subtract from her womanly charm; 

And scrubbing the flags in an echoing corridor 
Doesn't unsex her—so where is the harm? 

It doesn’t unsex her to nurse us with bravery, 
Loosing death’s hand from its grip on the throat; 

But ah! how the voices grow quivery, quavery, 
Wailing: ‘‘Alas, ’twill unsex her to vote!’’ 

x 

She’s feminine still when she juggles the crockery, 
Bringing you blithely the order you give; 

Toil in a sweatshop where life is a mockery 
Just for the pittance on which she can live— 

That doesn’t seem to unsex her a particle. 

so somebody wrote 





| ‘‘Labor is noble’’ 
But ballots are known as a dangerous article, 
Woman's unsexed if you give her the vote! 


were worse rubber boots, for instance, on which the 








rate from Atlantic Seaboard to Pacific Coast terminals 





, 
oh 


was $1.50, but to Utah common points it was §: 





This dromedary disposition worked the other way 
also, and a Missouri River jobber might buy him 
Pacific Coast canned salmon or apricots for, say, 50 
cents per 100 pounds, while a Salt Lake jobber was pay 
ing, say, 75 cents per 100 pounds to take them out of 
the train and save the railroad company half the haul. 


Attacking the Brothers Haul—Long and Short 


OVE now decided to take a few years off, if neces 
aA and stick a knife into this freight-rate 
hump. The Commercial Club of Salt Lake City 
armed him for the fray by incorporating a Traflic 


Bureau, with a local merchant as president, with S. H 
Babcock and W. SS. MeCarthy, former railroad men, 


as manager and secretat and Love to godfather all 
There w much enthusiasm on the part of the mer 
chants, but the crafty Steve had not been looking into 


lington, a prairie road on 9,000 miles; that 
the Southern Pacific, with approximately the same 
mileage as the Burlington, earned $110,000,000 gross 
against the Burlington’s $78,000,000 

Then they turned about to operating cost and 
showed that the Union Pacifie paid 47.19 per cent of 
its gross for operating, while the Pennsylvania paid 
71.49 per cent for the same account; and that the 
Denver & Rio Grande operated at a lower cost than 
the Illinois Central, the New York Central, the Bur 
lington, or the Northwestern. 

Naturally this sort of thing soon had the railroads 
sparring for wind, and they resorted to their old In 
dian game of going around behind and trying to pull 
their opponents out through the ropes. This was what 
Steve had foreseen in the beginning. Man after man 
of that first enthusiastic group was reached and picked 
off; the president of the Traffic Bureau took to his 
heels at the first volley, and Love assumed his place, 
which, of course, did not help the railroad cause much. 
Gaps continued to appear, however, in the ranks: but 

there was the signed agreement to support the work 
financially. The enemy might shoot Love up a little, 
but they could not cut his cracker line. 


A Victory Won 


“TILL it is a sickening experience to see men who 
S have struck hands with you upon a cause turn 
yellow and craven at the guns. One day, in the 
midst of all the utter weariness and sordidness of the 
struggle, a man, under the guise of friendship, came to 
Love and began to sympathize with and to warn him 
“You know what it will mean, Steve,” he said; 
“social ostracism, the loss of prestige, of business in 
fluence, and 

“Look here,” observed Love with a flash of his tired 
eves, “I am having a hell of a time as it is, and if 
that’s all the help you can give I can do without it.” 

But victory came at the end, in a decision which 
practically wiped out the old principle of the back-rate 
charge. Love’s knife had passed clear through the 
hump and slashed it almost away. By order of the 
commission, rates went down an average of 15 per 
cent on less than carloads and 835 per cent on car 
loads, making a saving on inbound freights to Utah 
alone of $1,500,000 per year. It must be borne in mind, 
too, that similar reductions were effected for the whole 
intramountain district, and that the leading cities be 
tween Spokane on the north and Pheenix on the south 
cooperated in the fight made against the railroads, but 
it was Doctor Love who did the cutting. 

Nor could it be expected that after a victory lik 
this, which meant so much to the State, it would be 
possible to keep Love long out of the political arena 
The railroad situation itself wes sufficient to demand 
his return to the jungle. Utah is almost the last State 
in the West without a railroad or public-utilities com 
mission. No State ever had greater need of one, and 


there are development (Concluded on page 2A 
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ore Rash Conclusions 


ITTLE signs, large 

as a man’s hand or 

a whisk broom or a 

feather duster in 

extreme cases, point disturb- 

ingly to an extensive revival 

of whiskers in this country 
in the near future. 

One of the latest indica- 
tions the fact that the 
senior men of Knox College 
have signed an agreemetit 
to leave razors alone and 
to investigate the results in 
the interests of science and 
art. The faculty is horri- 
fied, but unfortunately 
debarred by a necessary de- 
votion to consistency from 
protesting. The determined 
young men have posted large 
forfeits to discourage back- 
sliding and are rapidly dis- 
appearing behind a jungle of 
facial foliage. 

This in itself is not alarm- 


as 


is 


18 








ing. Other senior classes 
have signed similar agree- 
ments witnessed in blood drawn from their last 
shaves and have held out with desperate firmness 


for many days. But the disturbing feature is the 
fact that at Knox, which is a coeducational col- 
lege, the young women did not sign articles of pro- 
test. A body of American young men are rais- 
ing whiskers on principle and the nearest and dear- 
est collection of young women are not suffragetting 
about it. 

America has long been the land of the free and un- 
littered face. Mustaches are only optional instead of 
practically obligatory, as they are in Europe, and the 
beard is the prerogative of age, college faculties, and 
very young doctors. It more than a generation 
since the men of America amused themselves by land 
scaping their features, but the tintypes of the seven 
ties show that in those days magnificent results were 
produced. 

Many a youth of sixty, trimly mustached and bar- 
bered to-day, was a patriarch forty years ago, with 
a two-bushel beard cascading magnificently down his 
vest, and the age of man in those days, when prac- 
tically all that could be seen of his face was his ears, 
constituted a bigger puzzle than the age of woman. 


is 


The Hirsute Days to Come 

VERYONE is entitled to his theory as to why 
kK the beard languished and declined in America. 

Mine is that the American woman, having noth- 
ing much to fall in love with but whiskers, began to 
choose the oldest and 
most magnificent collec- 
tions, thus putting the 
young men at so distinct 
a disadvantage that they 
had to shave in self- 
defense. As the American 
chin gradually emerged 
from the show shrubbery, 
it proved attractive in 
the eighties as it had in 


the eighteenth century, 
and her curiosity being 


thus aroused, woman be- 
gan to demand that the 
rest of the American 
face be cleared off and 
laid bare for inspection. 

At any rate, the features of the American man have 
how been visible for more than thirty years. This is 
a long time for any one fashion to persist, especially 
in this country, where the architecture of to-day is the 
amusement of to-morrow. 

If whiskers move in ellipses like certain comets, 
styles, and political parties, they are now on their 
Way back, and the days of riotous and unrestrained 
upholsteries are once more upon us. Neckties will 


become obsolete again. Barbers will take courses 


in hedge trimming and feature designing; eager 
young reporters equipped with mammoth flaring 


beards, cropped off squarely at the bottom, Parisian 
style, will sit in the press boxes at the ball games 
reporting the feats of Ty Cobb and Walter John 
son, both lavishly equipped with Donegals; the nose 
fuard at the football game _ will way to the 
mutton-chop protector, and the low moan of the keen 
horth wind, fighting its way through the streaming 
Purnsides of the gallant young candidate for Congress 


give 
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By George Fitch 
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as he stumps his district in October, will be 

sweet music to his admiring friends. 
Perhaps all this borrowing trouble. 

wish young women at Knox had 


severe with the whisker outbreak. 


Opera in Near-English 
Giyery OPERA in English is a worthy patriotism 


rare, 


But we 
been more 


is 


those 


and should be encouraged energetically—pro- 

vided the singers do not make their English too 
intelligible. 

A slight knowledge of what is going on in an opera 

besides the music is greatly to be desired. Too much 

would be embarrassing, especially in operas in which 





which time composers, in order to avoid monotony in 
inquests, ransacked history and myth- 
ology for peculiar deaths. Prodigies of ingenuity were 
performed. Heroes were blinded, drowned, crucified, 
stoned to death, and killed with clubs. Heroines were 
buried alive, poisoned, and encouraged to commit sui- 


the coroner's 


cide in a score of impressive and tasteful ways. But 
the limit was finally reached. 

For some years opera stood still because there 
was no new and novel method of killing off the 
principals. Reluctantly the composers began to pro- 
duce operas from which the entire cast emerged 
in good health. It was a risky but fortunate ex- 
periment. 


The blood-gutted audiences did not turn down their 
thumbs as was feared. The opera succeeded and a 
vast new field, including sequels, is now open. Long 
life to Minnie of the Golden West and Suzanne with 
her Secrets. It would have been a pity to have had 
both lugged out of music 
forever in an under- 
taker’s wagon on their 
first appearance in opera. 





Locating Peoria 


"T ‘ae appointment of 
Henry M. Pindell, 

an Illinois news- 
paper man, as Minister 


to Russia, by President 
Wilson, has greatly of- 








the singers have to ex 

press in divine melody 

such sentiments as “Take r 
that!” “Ouch!” “Get off 7 
my neck!” “I take mine | = 
with a chaser,” and 

“Woman, you have been 

smoking cigarettes!” 

These sentiments are in 

digenous to drama and 

produce no jolt there. 

But when sung by a 

$1,000 a night tenor in 

trills, runs, and cadenzas, to say nothing of stuffed 


doublets, they provoke the rude, uninspired listener 


to laughter in the wrong place—which, as a rule, is 
anywhere in grand opera. 
Fortunately, our leading vocal gold mines think 


nothing of breaking the back of an English word or of 
tearing it into several pieces, if necessary, under the 
of producing perfect This tends to 
shroud the details of the conversation in a pleasing 
veil of mystery from which emerge just enough old, 
familiar words to piece out the delsarte of the singer 
and send the auditor away with a very satisfactory 
suspicion of what has been accomplished during the 
evening's disturbance. 


stress tones. 


A Suggestion to Producers 


S A MATTER of fact, to this wholly incompetent 
critic, words appear to be the greatest problem 


in grand opera at all times. Even the Italian 
language, which is as liquid as an Illinois road in 
April, and in which an Italian tenor can loop 


the-loop seven thousand meters above middle C with 
consummate skill and great trial to the 
librettist. 

If he is faithful to the language and states his idea 
in the most appropriate words, he hinders the singer. 
If he is faithful to the score and chooses the word 
which can be sung with the least risk of damage tu 
the singer while volplaning down the aria, the result 
in meaning humorous. As for English—even the 
most carefully picked English version of an opera is 
a corduroy road over which the artist must laboriously 
bump the bumps. 

There ought to be some way of presenting the lan 
guage and the notes separately, allowing neither to 
interfere with the other. Why not hire a good actor 
to recite in the most per 
fect poetry a short descrip- 
tion of the opera just 
before the music begins? 
Then, as the singers must 


ease, is a 


is 


sing something, let them 
converse with each othe 
during the opera about 


in a foreign language, of course. 


their personal affairs 
Grand opera portrays chiefly passion, gloom, despair, 


rage, frenzy, and in general the most unfathomable 
sentiments. 

No one who has heard a costly imported tenor 
cursing the management of the hotel for permitting 
steamships to disturb his slumbers by tooting at night, 
prima donna demanding carpets for the dress 
ing room, can deny that to reproduce these emotions 
on the stage would give opera a richness of feeling 
and a emotion which it could 
possess otherwise. 


Life and Health for the Hero 
PEAKING of opera and its emotions, it is indeed 
fortunate that the modern departed 


genuineness of never 


has 


school 


from the old traditions which demanded that at 

least one principal figure must die during the perform 
ance. 

This did very well for a century or so, during 


fended a large number of 
Fastern newspapers, who cannot imagine why “an ob- 
secure country editor should lifted from the un- 
known region or settlement, whatever it called 
Peoria, and sent to represent the nation in one of the 
five great embassies.” 

The greatest fault with central Illinois, and particu- 
larly the region around Peoria, has always been its 
obscurity. 

When Abraham Lincoln waded out of Old Salem 
and Springfield, sixty miles south of Peoria, into the 
President’s chair, the affair nearly created a scan- 
dal in New York. 

When John Hay, who lived one hundred mud- 
bespattered miles west of Peoria, went to England 
as Minister, these same people were greatly shocked. 

When Clark E. Carr of Galesburg, fifty miles 
north, went away Minister Denmark, he had 
to get an atlas and a magnifying glass and show 
where he lived before the Eastern editors would 
believe it. 

So did E. H. Conger, who recklessly 
Minister to China from the same flyspeck. 

Adlai Stevenson, who lives forty miles east of 
Peoria, and William J. Bryan, who was born sixty 
miles southwest, suffer tremendously from this ob- 
scurity ; while Robert G. Ingersoll and Robert J. Bur- 
dette, both of whom concealed themselves on Peoria 
newspapers at time, were never to make 
much headway because of this fact. 

Something ought to be done about the obscurity of 
central Illinois. It is rapidly becoming a curse. 


In Mexico They Jail Them 

T IS about time for the United States to apologize 
I abjectly to Mexico. We have worked overtime of 

late barbarous country, still 
wallowing in the dark and entirely unembar- 
rassed by civilization. And all the time it seems that 
Mexico has been twenty years ahead of this country 
waiting for it to catch up. 


be 


is, 


as te 


went as 


one able 


referring to it as a 


ages 


In Mexico recently an egg merchant was taken 
to jail for having sold an egg for more than five 
centavos. If there are enough unemployed patriots 
in this country to make up one more commis- 
sion, let it be dispatched across the Rio Grande 
on the dead run in search of suggestions. 
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The Expert’s Attitude 


LAURENCE LAUGHLIN of the University of Chicago has 
expressed great astonishment at the fact that the currency 
e bill was passed in so excellent a form by a Congress in which 
“not ten men understood the subject.” This is the expert’s contempt 
for the intelligence of the average man. The specialist is always 
astonished at the “luck” which ordinary people have in making up 
their minds correctly. And yet this “luck” is democracy’s only hope. 
If the processes of government are too complex and subtle for the 
average mind, then such a thing as a people successfully self-governed 
is out of the question. Lawyers often condemn the jury system, because 
the jurors are not “specialists” in evidence; but a careful study of 
jury verdicts will show that their decisions are as good as or better on 
the average than those of judges on questions of fact where such ques- 
tions are submitted to the court. Congressmen are, to speak within 
bounds, rather above the average in intelligence, and greatly superior 
to jurymen; but if, as Professor LAUGHLIN suggests, they were igno- 
‘ant of the questions involved in the currency bill, they were about 
in the same position as jurymen seeking the truth honestly and igno- 
rant of the law. The one receives the instructions of the court; the 
other is favored with the expert instructions of Professor LAUGHLIN 
and others. The jury takes it upon itself to ignore the instructions 
once in a while, and the Congress refused to accept the opinions of 
the professors when told by them, for instance, that stocks and bonds 
would be good as a basis for currency. The jury often gives a far 
better verdict by forgetting some of the instructions; and the Con- 
gress has done likewise. With a jury as with a Congress, giren a 
desire to do the right thing, and the doing of the correct thing is 
pretty sure to take place. Much learning often maketh the ex- 
pert mad. The cool judgment of the consensus of inexpert opin- 
ion based on the instructions of the expert is usually safe—giren 
always the desire to find the truth and do the right thing. 


Kind Words from Muskogee 
W* ARE GRATEFUL for kind words from the Muskogee (Okla.) 


“Democrat” even when they are two-edged : 


We enjoy reading CoLirer’s and would hardly regard the week as complete 
if we should miss our copy. The editor of CoLLier’s WEEKLY is right so many 
times that to be wrong occasionally only proves him to be human. We have read 
carefully his editorials on the Owen-Glass Currency Bill and would like to sug- 
gest, unless he is writing this stuff to be funny, that he secure a new coach. 
The currency editorials of each week seem to prove that those of the previous 
week on the same subject were wrong. It might help CoLLier’s out a little if the 
editor would read the currency bill for himself. 


Quite true, brother, for the reason that the bill itself changed 


from week to week, and the changes were all for the better. The 
bill as it passed the House was very different from the bill as 
it passed the Senate, more than eight weeks later. For the per 


fecting changes that were made, thanks are due to the men who 
had the courage to insist upon amendments—such men as Senator 
Hircucock of Nebraska and Senator O’GorMAN of New York. 


Better and Better 


NE OF THE IMPORTANT POLITICAL PHENOMENA of the 

time is increasing approval of President WiLson and the Demo 
cratic Administration by the class of persons commonly called con 
servative business men. This approval is based largely on the cur 
rency bill, which is decidedly a conservative measure (conservative 
in this case, in the best in that it 
The Owen-Glass Currency Bill, in its fundamental features, is essen 
tially the same as the Aldrich Bill. the 
paid something for this approval. Three or four years ago the Demo 
crats were clamorous for the guarantee of bank deposits on the Okla 
homa plan. Bryan advocated it persistently, Leader UNperwoop spoke 
in favor of it, the Democratic platform of 1908 indorsed it 
charged with the responsibility of enacting a sound banking and cur 


sense, is scientifically correct). 


Of course Democrats have 


But once 


rency measure, the Democrats quietly ignored the guarantee of bank 
deposits. This sort of thing is a familiar episode in the evolution of 


parties, from opposition out of power to responsibility in power. 


Conservation Again 
ECRETARY LANE’S proposals for the nationalization of radium 
bearing deposits and of their use show how far we have gone on 
this path. 


Conservation was a bitter issue in Rooseverutr’s Adminis 











tration; now it is an accepted fact, and so much so that a Democrati¢ 
Cabinet officer can make it his policy. 
nationalism is the keynote of this country’s future, and the other mem. 
bers of the Wilson Cabinet will do well to see and heed this truth. 


Uncivilized and Half Civilized 


WO RECENT NEWSPAPER ITEMS deserve a second reading, 
One of them concerns a $15,000,000 land sale in London: 


The pressure cannot be resisted; 


$y selling nineteen acres of land in the heart of London, centering around 
Covent Garden, the Duke of Bedford violates all the traditions of his family, 
His ancestors have held the property since the dissolution of the monasteries by 
Henry VIII, at which time it belonged to the monks of Westminster. When it 
is remembered, however, that the Covent Garden estate is the smallest of the 
three large estates in London of the Duke of Bedford, and that other lords of 
the soil in the British capital own still larger holdings than his, it is the value 
of the land sold rather than its extent that is of the greatest significance. .. . 
If in breaking up his estate this great London landlord were inspired by fear of 
LLOYD-GEORGE’S land policy, the Chancellor of the Exchequer would be entitled 
to the blessings of the people of London. But Lioyp-GreorGe’s reforms relate 
more directly to the rural districts, where the effects of the established system 
of landlordism have been more burdensome than in London. In farming districts 
thousands of acres, including whole villages, are often held under single ownership, 
In 1552, when this block of land came into the hands of the Duke's 
ancestor, its annual rental value was about $32. In recent years, 
Covent Garden Market alone has brought the “owner” something like 
$1,250,000 a year in tolls. But from this paragraph let us turn to 
the news from Mexico: 

All the property of Luis Terrazas, Sr., ENRIQUE CREEL, and JUAN CREEL, in- 
cluding banks, mines, vast areas of land, thousands of head of cattle, homes, and 
personal effects, was ordered confiscated to the rebels in an official decree issued 
by General Francisco VitLtA. The holdings of General Terrazas, now a refugee 
in the United States, about two-thirds of the State of Chihuahua, place him 
among the most extensive landholders in the world. The combined estate of the 
TERRAZAS and the CREEL brothers, his nephews, is valued at many millions. 


not often associate Mexico, land of unrest, and England, 
“civilized” England, unless in considering British investments in the 
republic south of us. But here is news which emphasizes a truth of 
more than local import. The social ills of both these countries spring 
from the ownership of land by an absurdly small minority that ex 
ploits values created by its fellow men—whether those men be called 
“agricultural laborers,” cockneys, or peons. Henry George, if he were 
alive to-day, would make some interesting comments on this state of af. 
fairs. But he has really made them already—in “Progress and Poverty.” 


The Scientific Spirit 
HEN SOME ONE offered AGassiz a lucrative lecture engage 
ment, he replied: “I can’t waste my time earning money!” 
Advice to the ‘‘Advanced”’ 


RS. GRACE WILSON TROUT, president of the Illinois Equal 
Suffrage Association, has edited a collection of “maxims, de 


One does 


signed to inspire and help suffragists in their work of the new year.” 
One of her platitudes is the reminder: 
men. 


Women are near relatives of 


Praverfully recommended to neurasthenics who write for magazines. 


Speculators in Sex 


I 


that characterizes some of the performance. 
character accept invitations freely, make acquaintances easily, embark 
As the phrase 


N LOOKING ON at the great present-day spectacle of the emanci 
pation of women, one is struck by a certain rashness of impulse 
Young women. of decent 


on undefined motor excursions with complete assurance. 
One cannot help thinking that to many 
for become 


goes, “they get by with it.” 
girls the American doctrine of consideration 
not so much an obligation governing conduct as an opportunity for 
Under proper 


women has 


pleasure. These young fellows are to be “managed.” 
supervision (that female prerogative), investment in their acquaint 
They will buy 
theatre tickets, confections, motor rides, entertainments, merely for the 
If they begin to “get foolish,” 


ance will vield perfectly safe dividends of “good times.” 


abstract pleasure of the girl’s company 
This view is set forth daily 
So the girl 


severe looks will quell the insubordination. 
in papers and magazines that strike the popular note. 
becomes a speculator in sex attraction, an amateur in the most funda 
The results are in the paper every day—these 
These 


mental human passions. 
tragedies of the roadhouse, the shady hotel, the ambiguous flat. 
self-sufficient voung persons discover bitterly and often too late that 
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there is sound sense and real purpose in the conventions. Speculators 
sometimes win, but economic and other laws are not alterable at will, 
and the end of speculation is nearly always the same—bankruptcy. We 
are going to end the commercialization of sex by taking whatever re- 
pressive measures are necessary, but speculation in it will always be a 
matter for the wisdom or folly of those immediately concerned. Girls 
and boys and parents will be responsible to the end of the chapter. 


Two Kinds of Prostitution 


premarin OF OURS out in San Jose finds fault with us for let- 
ting Mr. MACFARLANE praise, in CoLuier’s, Fremont OLpeR and his 
newspaper, the San Francisco “Bulletin.” The letter begins: 

If Mr. OvpeER is sincere in his interest in the unfortunate, how can he share 

in the profits of the quack doctors and patent-medicine fakers who help to make 
the world a less happy place to live in? He must know that sickness and death 
are fruits of this advertising. How do you account for it? 
Bless you, we don’t. Our reader is right, though—many of the adver- 
tisements in Mr. Ovper’s paper do cast a cloud over its other con 
tents. Thus the“Bulletin” recently published, as a serial, some articles 
entitled “A Voice from the Underworld”: a prostitute’s account of 
prostitution. Sensational though this subject is, it can be approached 
honestly and hopefully and, we believe, helpfully. Even so the adver- 
tisements which flanked the “Voice from the Underworld” (and still 
appear in Mr. OLDER’s newspaper) tend to destroy whatever moral and 
practical value the frankness of the editor and his contributors may 
have. Liquor is the almost indispensable agent of prostitution. Adver- 
tisements of some other wares are no less harmful. That is the case 
with those of certain drugs and “private hospitals” alternating with 
the quack’s delusive promise to cure other victims “swiftly and se 
cretly.” Yet the “Bulletin” is the friend of good causes, local and 
national; is a “family newspaper.” Which of its serials is the more 
eloquent, the more sincere: the warning narrative of “Alice Smith,” 
or the purchased space of the advertising leeches that fasten on the 
fallen and fearful? One of these stories tells of a woman’s ruin— 
the other is the record of a great newspaper’s prostitution. There 
are still too many Jekyll-Hydes in journalism. 


How Not to Read 


MR. SHEPHERD of the Bronx writes to the editor of the New 
York “Times” a letter about Gray’s “Elegy.” He begins by quot 
ing a college professor as saying that the poem is so perfect that 
‘not one word could be subtracted from it and another word sub 
“stituted.” This statement seemed excessive to the Bronxite, who 
“therefore reread the poem with great care and found two errors in 
“one particular verse, which goes as follows: 
Their name, their years, spelt by the unlettered muse, 
The place of fame and elegy supply; 
And many a holy text around she strews, 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 
“The expression ‘their name’ should be ‘their names,’ as all the 
“people in the graveyard did not bear the same name. The 
“phrase ‘and many a holy text’ is singular, and the verb ‘teach’ 
“is plural. If the poet had said: 
And many holy texts around she strews, 
That teach the rustic moralist to die, 
“or, 
And many a holy text around she strews, 
To teach the rustic moralist to die, 
“the grammatical form would have been correct.” Back to your mut- 
tons, Mr. SHepHerpD; this letter of yours is worth quoting precisely 
because it is a horrible example of how not to read poetry. You make 
a CHar_es F. Murpny of grammar, which is really only a hard-working 
public servant. The novelist THACKERAY teems with sentences which, 
from a pedant’s standpoint, are indefensible. Yet THackeray stands 
with the author of “Tom Jones” at the head of English novelists, and is 
even “some pumpkins” as a stylist. SHAKESPEARE is full of solecisms 
and redundancies condemned in H1.u’s “Rhetoric,” vet that nowise de 
tracts from SHAKESPEARE’S supremacy over the more careful writers of 
a later day. Grammar is an excellent invention; it corresponds to formal 
etiquette in social life. The man who is well born never reads hand 
hooks of etiquette, and not infrequently breaks their rules; with the 
Same impunity the poet breaks the rules of grammar. It isn’t the 
grammarians who protest—they know better; it is the well-meaning, 
half-educated persons who write letters to the New York “Times.” 
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Understatement 
he A ROOM FULL OF SHOUTERS no voice carries very far. 


One is reminded of this simple fact in reading the words used 
bv Tuomas Harpy, England’s greatest living novelist, in welcoming 
M. ANATOLE France, the successor of RENAN and VoLTaire. Mr. 
Harpy welcomed the Frenchman as a writer 
faithful to the principles that make for permanence, who never forgets the value 
of organic form and symmetry, the force of reserves, and the emphasis of under- 
statement—even in his lighter works. 

The emphasis of understatement. Can you think of a better motto 
to ornament the Speaker’s desk in Congress—in full view of every 
member of the House? 


Pede Claudo 
NEWSPAPER headline runs: 
HIS FINGER PRINTS BETRAY A POET 
In the olden time a poet was known by his feet. 
At the German Saloon 
uy THERE IS ANYTHING NEW UNDER THE SUN, it is the card 
placed in the Burlington “Burlingtonian,” a Texas newspaper of 
which you may not have heard. The card runs: 
I ask you to think of those at home before you spend your money here. 


German Saloon 
Wm. Kravs, Proprietor, Burlington, Tex. 


What is Herr Kravs’s motive? It would be more to the point if his 
advertisement were hung over the bar, not printed in the newspaper. 
Yet we may do Kraus a great injustice: that reminder of the folks at 
home may be engraved on every mirror and set up in raised letters on 
every beer mug in the joint. Anyway, the idea’s right. 


A Critic Cuts Loose 


READER who is interested in our paper has taken the trouble 

to analyze the editorial pages of the Christmas number. He 
notes—correctly—that for the time being we laid political matters 
almost completely on the shelf. Here is a part of his letter: 

There were eleven editorials. The first was a tribute to the Divinity which 

broods over mankind. The second mentioned man’s passion for peril. The next 
described a beautiful book. Some remarks on alcohol preceded a paragraph to 
the effect that women do count, let man say what he will. At the halfway 
mark came a discourse on modern philosophy. Then the way in which greatness 
overrides abuse was mentioned. Notes on the land tax and on science followed. 
Considerable space was devoted to journalistic ethics. Some facts about the 
conspiracy against Judge Linpsey concluded the editorials. Here were eleven 
paragraphs on important topics. 
“The whole two pages were deadly in earnest—100 per cent serious,” 
comments our friend. “And vet—and yet—” he goes on, “life is not 
wholly serious. The season is the blithesome one. Children burst into 
laughter on the smallest pretext; the old folks grow merry over their 
recollections. Is honest humor old-fashioned? Is there no place 
among eleven editorials for the spirit which has made Dickens death- 
less among novelists and Mark Twain the most beloved author of 
this country? Has the editorial page, which aims to treat life and 
the times comprehensively, a right to forget that human nature is not 
wholly serious?” It’s an interesting query. We are not without a 
reply. But we should like to hear from some of our other readers 
how they feel about this critic’s remarks. 


‘‘To Keep Young 
pe is what we all love to have and to hold, and since Ponce 


pe Leon's time many a way of conserving it has been prescribed : 


9? 





dosage, drinking sour milk, systems of exercise, bathing, rubbing. 
Any one of these things may help the individual, but not every indi- 
vidual. And let us not forget that vouth is in great measure a gift 
of the spirit. Children are young because for them life abounds: they 
find springs of energy within and stores of refreshment without. Won- 
der, curiosity, the enjoyment of ten thousand trifles, a short memory 
for punishment and pain: all these things make for vouth. Quarrels, 
resentfulness, suspicion, worry, grouchiness: these bring harder lines 
around the mouth—hardened arteries—old age. Nothing is too small 
to delight a child, given the right conditions; nothing too big to 
darken—for very long—the spangled sky. That is the secret of youth. 
Draw the curtain, Master Manager! On with the Human Comedy. 
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COMMENT ON POLITICS 

r as it exists now is that it has no princi- . 















































1E thing that is noticeable in the 

more subtle shadings of politics 

at Washington is that the Demo- 
cratic Administration has become for the 
moment slightly conservative in its atmos- 
phere. With the tariff and the currency 
bill out of the way, there is a disposition 
to wait for the country to digest these two 
measures and a hesitancy about going for- 
ward with the antitrust program, which 
was one of the main promises of the Presi- 
dential election campaign of 
1912. To cry down this atti- 
tude would be easy, but it 
would be both unfair and un- 
wise. The United States has 
passed through what is prac- 
tically a political and economic 
revolution during the ten years 
just past, and it may very well 
be that this is a good time to 
pause and rest. But if the 
Democratic Administration does 
pause, it is quite certain that 
the Progressive party will ac- 
cept the radical position. All 
of this is merely a straw in a 
very confused political situa- 
tion. It may or may not be 
that the two parties of the fu- 
ture in this country are to be 
the Democratic party § (con- 
servative) and the Progressive 
party (radical). Certain it is 
that at the present moment the 
Democratic party is more sym- 
pathetic to the conservative in 
terests of the country than it 
has been before, and, conversely, 
the conservative interests feel 
more kindly toward the Demo- 
cratic party than they thought 
they would. One reason is that 
the new currency bill is very 
satisfactory to the conservative 
interests. The conservative in- 
terests find themselves sur- 
prised, in a way, at the moderation the 
Democrats They expected 
the Democrats would do very terrifying 
things. As a matter of fact, the currency 
bill which the party produced was thor 
oughly scientific and sound. Another rea- 
son why it seems fair for the Administra- 


have shown. 


tion to be temporarily less aggressive is 
that so many coons, so to speak, are com- 
ing down voluntarily. Many of the large 
holding companies are preparing to dis 
solve in advance of prosecution, and there 
are promises that many interlocking di 
rectorates will separate before Congress 
has a chance to legislate on the subject. 


The Side-Stepping ? 
i THE following statement in the 
Washington (D. C.) “Times” is true, 


President Wil 
idea 


it is fair to conclude that 
intend to abandon the 
which caused so much comment when he 


Presidential 


son must 


embodied it in his message 
a little over a month ago: 

President Wilson has dropped the VPresiden- 
tial-primary idea, at least for the present. He 
has found the opposition in his own party too 
strong, and he will not push it. Whether the 
President intends ever to take it up again is 


NE 


By MARK SULLIVAN 


not known, but inasmuch as he can never hope 
to have a firmer grip on the Democratic ele 
ment in Congress than he now has, it is re- 
garded as doubtful whether he makes any seri- 
ous attempt to get legislation along this line. 
If Mr. Wilson does abandon the Presi- 
dential-primary idea, the Progressive 
party will take it up. Indeed, it is hardly 
fair to express it this way, for the idea 
of a Presidential primary was invented 





The Turkey Buzzard and the Elephant—The 
Present Situation of the Republican Party 


son’s own conception of the Presidency: 


by the Progressive leaders, and has been 
advocated as a formal plank of the Pro- 
gressive party since the beginning. The 
Same newspaper goes on to say: 

The news that the Administration had aban- 
doned the idea of pushing the lresidential 
primary was looked on as important in po 
litical here to-day. The Bull Moose 
leaders said they intended to press for legis- 
lation on ‘this subject as vigorously as ever. 


No Anti-Administration Party 


T THE present moment there isn’t any 
anti-Administration party, but the 
Progressives naturally will be only too 
that role if they are 

given the opportunity. Of course the Pro- 
gressives can only get the anti-Adminis 
tration position through the willingness 


circles 


glad to accept 
{ 


of the Democratic Administration to 
leave the radical or progressive field 
open to them. If, on the other hand, 


the Democratic Administration continues 
to occupy the progressive field, it is not 
now possible to predict when or how a 
anti-Administration party 
arise. It will never be supplied 
by the present Republican organization. 
The trouble with the Republican party 


conservative 
will 








ples, and in the present state of this coun- 
try it is not leaders nor conventions that 
make parties; it is principles. The Repub- 
licans avow frankly that they have no 
principles: their position is that they hope 
for hard times, and when hard times come 
they expect to persuade the country that 
the Democratic party was the cause. The 
turkey. buzzard is the appropriate symbol 
for a party with such an attitude toward 
the nation. The Republican po- 
sition has been put into apt 
words by the Buffalo “Times” : 

There is no party at the present 
time which bases itself, as a party, 
on negation of the Administration’s 
policies. There are Republican 
leaders who try to keep the ball 
rolling by reiteration of outworn 
ideas, and there are Republican 
newspapers which seem to think it 
a party obligation to criticize the 
Administration, simply because it is 
a Democratic Administration. 
They are clinging to a formula. 
They either don’t realize, or don’t 
care to see that the people 
have walked away from them and 
their methods. 

Nevertheless, there is room in 
this country just now, at the 
end of ten years of radical prog- 
ress, for a conservative party, 
honestly devoted to principles 
in opposition to the political 
tendencies now prevailing. Both 
the country and the Adminis- 
tration would be the better for 
such a party. 


Wilson on Wilson 


M. WILLIAMS is. the 

« County Judge of Jackson 
County, Okla. Lately he has 
been reading the books which 
Woodrow Wilson wrote years 
ago. In “Constitutional 
ernment in the United States,” 
Judge Williams finds Mr. Wil- 


Gov- 


He (the President) cannot escape being the 
leader of his party except by incapacity and 
lack of personal force, because he is at once 
the choice of the party and of the nation. He 
is the party nominee, and the only party nomi- 
nee for whom the whole nation votes.... There 
is no national party choice except that of Presi- 
dent. No one else represents the people as a 
whole, exercising a national choice.... He can 
dominate his party by being spokesman for the 
real sentiment and purpose of the country, by 
giving direction to opinion, by giving the coun- 
try at once the information and the statements 
of policy which will enable it to form its judg 
ments alike of parties and of men. 

For he is also the political leader of the nation, 
or has it in his choice to be. ... Let him once 
win the admiration and confidence of the coun- 
try, and no other single force can withstand 
him, no combination of forces will casily over- 
power him. ... If he rightly interpret the na- 
tional thought and boldly insist upon it, he 
is irresistible; and the country never feels the 
zest of action so much as when its President is 
of such insight and caliber. Its instinct is for 
unified action, and it craves a single leader. It 
is for this reason that it will often prefer to 
choose a man rather than a party. A President 
whom it trusts can not only lead it, but form 
it-to: his own views. 

If he lead the nation, his party can 
hardly. resist him. His office is anything he 
has the sagacity and force to make it. 
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CHURCH WITH ONLY ONE MEMBER is an oddity pointed out in Catawissa, Pa. Miss Mary Emma Walter, 
the sole survivor of a small congregation of the Society of Friends, still revisits, occasionally, the Quaker meet- 
ing house before which our photograph was snapped, and worships and meditates in the old log cabin’s silence 


A Woman Who Bosses Firemen and Police 


IFE in Gary, Indiana, ap- YOUU MMMM, 
pears to be a series of 

big surprises. The sand hills 
were transformed into a city 
before the rest of the coun 
try knew what had hap 
pened; and now, just when 
Wwe are taking a _ careful 
look at Gary’s surprising 
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school system, attention is 
diverted to the city’s police 
and fire departments. Mrs. 
Kate Woods Ray, whose 
portrait is reproduced in the 
oval above, has been ap 
pointed president of the 
Board of Safety: and the 
Chief of Police with sixty 
men and the Fire Chief 
with five companies must re 
port to a woman for orders. 
Among the “cops” under 
Mrs. Ray’s command are 
two policewomen. The new 
‘IX GENERATIONS are represented in this family group of Atlanta, Ga. Read from commissioner is known in In- 
left to right to identify Great-great-great-grandmother Margaret McGullion, 86 years diana polities as an orator for 
old; Grandmother W. H. Power, 34 years; Great-great-grandmother J. B. Sullivan, 69; suffrage and for the cause 
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Great-grandmother S. R. Beal; and Mrs. R. A. Chandler (17) with her six-weeks-old baby of the Progressive party 
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Baker of Quality Bread to 
His Excellency, Uncle Sam 
ISS HANNAH L. WESSLING has the distine 
4 tion of making and baking bread not in an 
ordinary kitchen but in Government laboratories. 
Everyday bread is made merely te appease hunger, 
“deecddcclceedeeeeeddeeede but Miss Wessling’s loaves have a higher mission. 
They are tests to set new standards for America’s 
4 3 ° - \ » : j ; : 7 housewives and professional bakers. When Miss 
Guess Again — It’s neither Shakespeare nor Foreign Missions ee ee ee ee 
N UNUSUAL SORT of woman’s club, the Women’s bership of the organization is now more than 100 perplexing question of the difficult art of bread bak 
Commercial Club of Seattle, is celebrating this all women, who are proprietors, partners, corporate ing will be solved—from the problem of the proper 
month its fourth anniversary. ,The photograph above _ officers, or managers of a business. The roll includes selection and proportions of flour, yeast, salt, 
shows the secretary, Mrs. Jesse M. Lightfoot, reading an architect, a dentist, a surgeon, an editor, several sugar, and liquid to the matter of the best size of 


a repert to a group of the members The full mem printers, a florist, and the proprietor of a livery harn the loaf and the right temperature for the oven. 
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In Rome with Our Bluejackets 


Being the Third Article on the Sight-Seeing 
Trip of the American Battle Fleet in 
the Mediterranean 


{LLUSTRATIONS BY THE AUTHOR 
HE chaplain is the sky pilot of the battleship 
and to his flock of a thousand 
preaches not saintliness but practical Chris 
tianity—service. The “padre” of to-day is one 

of them. To his room come the bluejackets with 
their troubles and sorrows for counsel and help, and 
he even writes letters for the lovelorn who have the 
feeling but not the pen. And 
girl for the fellow and they are happily married. 

At the command of the chapiain’s “Forward, march !” 
the men of the Florida went to Rome, some seventy 
huskies of all ratings—able seamen, hefty blacksmiths, 
gun pointers, chief petty bakers, and 
tricians, even Filipino mess attendants, all bound for 
the Eternal City. 

Everything must be right, and the bluejacket wants 
his money’s worth; and when he hits the beach the 
coin circulates. His officers ride in common street 
cars, but he must have a cab; and in Rome he autoed, 
himself at the throttle, breaking traffic regulations, 
with the native chauffeur hanging madl) 
on to the dashboard and pouring out ex Y ‘ 
cited vernacular. oh | 

It takes the average man a 
see Rome, but our fellows beat the record 
and did it up in four days. No, it wasn't 
orthodox, but going full and a 
jingie from breakfast to night and tak 
ing in a show afterward, hitting the hay 
late. But the continental breakfast, just 
coffee and rolls, was a poser to the crowd, 
used to the meat courses of Uncle Sam's 
menu, and, somewhat empty but full of 
enthusiasm, they swung on board the 
omnibuses bound for the sights, and, man 
o’-war-like, the Italian flag hoisted 
at the fore with the United States flag at 
the main of the last vehicle. Nine-thirty 
found them already at the Forum, the 
whole gang piling down, unslinging cam 
eras, opening disturbing 
the repose of the fat German tourist in 
knickerbockers and hob-nailed shoes, al 
Ways dressed for the part. 


Young Warriors and Old Gods 
among the old, 


ERE were the new 
young barbarians from the newest 


land in the temples of the ancients, 
Wide-eyed and open-mouthed, gazing at 
the great and the 
arches of Titus and Constantine, listen- 
ing to the explanations of the padre, who 
harrated the tales of Cresar, the Vestals, 
and Old Rome under the 
Castor and Pollux. Lit by the morning 
sun, the great pile of riven stone, crowned 
by the hills of the Palatine, told the un 
spoken story of past splendors, and the 


souls he 


in one case he won the 


officers, elec 
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month to 


speed 


#7, 


was 


taedekers, and 


basilicas majestic 


shadows of 


fresh-faced youngsters felt the signifi 
cance of the great vista. A silence fell 
upon the crowd until some one, less rev- 
erent but keen, shouted: “Gee, the old 
boys had nothing on us, hot and cold 
Water and lead pipes, but me for the 


dejeuner!” We all “dejeunéd” together, 
and the Italians at the hotel—mind the 
Word, not a “joint’—marveled at the fel 


lows who ate their meals in such an 
orderly way and with such good man 
hers and who seemed to have such a 


bully time all by themselves. And the 
French lady who noted that there was no 
Wine on the table exclaimed that 


“jes 
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Yankees” were without temperament. But those who 
had that particular kind of temperament were not of 
this party. 

You see, the sailorman, cooped up for months aboard 
ship, is supposed to tear up the town when ashore, 


particularly in a foreign country. This impression 
still prevails, so the guests at the hotel expected 
loud noises and late frolies and no sleep for them 
selves, 


Nothing of the sort room there 
were some twenty of the boys 


There was less noise than in a ladies’ semi 


On the floor of my 
“all was quiet on the 
Potomac.” 


nary. And you may be curious to know what those 
chaps did with themselves during the evening. They 
made for the opera. It was “La Tosca” one night, 


then “Aida” or “La Traviata,” or they were taking in 
“Antony and Cleopatra,” filmed. The blue shirts lined 
the boxes of the music halls—-boxes are the things for 
the flatfoot abroad—and after the performance they 
danced with the ballerinas 


A Killing Pace for the Guide 
YT. PETER'S, the Vatican, the classics of the Villa 
torghese, Michelangelo's “Moses,” Saint Paul's 
Without, the Sistine Chapel, Via Appia, all ina mad 
and enthusiastic whirl, with a tired guide unused to 


Wide-eyed, the natives gazed at our men as they swung 
through the ancient streets taking count of everything 


w s/. 


f 
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such a pace. The Catacombs came next, and as the sun 
was setting behind Rome, up lumbered the busses, now 
all rigged with flags, and unloaded. Each sailorman 
lit a waxed taper, and a white-garbed monk described, 
in perfect English, the story of the early Christians 
and their subterranean burial ground, and more items 
were entered in the notebooks. 

Rome fast filling with bluejackets, the hotels 
were swarming with them, coming from the other 
ships at Genoa and Villefranche. 


was 


Audience at the Vatican 


NOON the word was passed, one party hailing an 
S other in the streets, that the Pope was to give 
an audience. A hundred and fifty strong, they 
assembled the Vatican, awaiting the word 
which was to let them pass the Swiss Guards standing 
at rest with their halberds before the great bronze 
In autos came the Admiral and his staff, officers 
from other ships, at ten o’clock in the morning, all 
in evening dress, the proper garb for Continental cere- 
And let that for an American it is 
not « comfortable rig to breakfast in nor to promenade 
the streets in at broad daylight. 
The ends of the earth 


before 


doors. 


monies, me say 


meet at the Vatican. Here 
were our people from one side of the ocean; a Syrian 
patriarch with his high headgear from the other, so 
feeble that he had to be led; prelates from Peru, mis- 
sionaries from China, and, in another chamber, our 
bluejackets—all waiting to pay their re- 
spects to the great Pope. In a purple 
Walled room, with a rich ceiling and 
painted frieze, our men lined up, await- 





ing the Pope’s entry. Long streaks of 
light from the winter’s sun marked the 
woven fabric of the walls and reflected 


its sparkle in the polished floor, broken 
by the men’s shadows 





The Papal Blessing 


MID a dead silence all eyes were fas- 
A tened on the great door, and a 
smallish benevolent in mien, 

with a face pale against the white of his 
garb, entered slowly. It was Pope Pius 
X. Monsignor Kennedy, the rector of the 
American College in Rome, followed; so 
did a chamberlain, and two officers of the 
Swiss Guards stood at parade rest in the 


man, 





background. 
Intently 
chamber at the kneeling bluejackets, and 


the Pope glanced around the 


in Latin he expressed his gratification 
and pleasure at the fact that they had 
come from such a far distance to see 


Rome; he expressed his hope that they 
as men would do their duty to their flag 
and their country. 

His thin 
men bowed 


blessing 
the 
and he 
figure in white, 

For all the world the 
Rembrandt etching, big 
and simple in effect, with the Pope out 


hand was raised in 


their heads: 
fall 


wondrous 


as the 
light 


stood 


sul- 
seemed to him, 
there a 
serene and kindly 


upon 


scene was like a 


lined against the middle tones of the 
purple robes of the American priest, the 
dark blue of the men coming as the 
deepest note 

The brillianey of the uniforms of the 
two officers behind accentuated the sim 


It lasted but 
Was majes- 


plicity of the color scheme. 
au moment, but the ceremony 
and to all of us of 


tic and inspiring, 


deep significance and of great beauty 
And here was an audience arranged by 
un Episcopalian minister, given to men 
who were not all of the faith, but all 
present to offer their obeisance to the 


greatest man of a great Church. There 
were but a few Catholics among the 
officers and barely twenty-five among 
the men 
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Old-Fashioned Stuff 


KNEW a kid one day 
Who looked beyond wide orchard lanes of white 
To where a fellow held the laureled way 
Of fame and name and fortune in the fight; 
A kid who heard Life calling, and who turned 
To catch the echo of far-marching feet 
Where crimson fires of glory flashed and burned 
Along the borders of the swarming street. 


I know a fellow now 
Who looks across gray years with weary eves 
Beyond the laurel and the olive 
To rose-sweet dreams beneath remembered skies, 
To fields of golden harvest and the glow 
Of God's lost sunshine waning to the gleam 
Of star-lit dusk back home, 80 long ago 
It only seems the phantom of a dream. 


bough 


I know a fellow who 
Would give Life's motley fame again to be 

In orchard drifts where lost winds wander through 
And whisper sighing from the bending tree; 

Who dreams at each gray dusk within his den 
Of old-time honor and old-fashioned truth, 

And cries to God to lead him back again 
And leave him with the clean, brave faith of youth. 


Does Sentiment Pay? 


““C\ENTIMENT,” remarked a materialistic acquaint- 

S ance recently, “may be all right in its way, but 

it doesn’t pay in this commercial age.” 

Suppose we dissect the situation. We have sex lit 
erature, bereft of sentiment. which sometimes nets 
twenty cents a word. We have political and commer 
cial or financial literature, which nets almost as much. 
From a distinguished traveler and hunter we enjoyed 
literature that totaled $1 a word. But in the litera 
ture of art, finance, politics. business, and sex, what 
literature have we drawn in the last thirty years that 
netted $500 a word? “Cut out the comedy,” you sug- 
gest. “Five hundred dollars a word? Piffle!” Only it 
isn’t pifie. The answer is James Whitcomb Riley's 
“An Old Sweetheart of Mine.” just one piece of senti 
ment after another, which has earned per word more 
money than anything written in a century and sold as 
something to be read. 

Sentiment doesn't pay? 


No Fee for This 


F YOU'VE thought of 

I atrocious, 
Some bloke that perhaps you have yearned to assail 

If you've mapped out a shooting or something ferocious, 

Bereft of all yearning to linger in jail 
Go grab you an alienist poised with the pylum 

Of alibi lore and a moth-eaten tert, 
Who'll swear you one week to a near-by asylum 

And then swear you out about week after nect. 


Doesn't $500 a word pay? 


committing some murder 


Base-Running Values 


, | SHE West may carry the best system of attack 
in football, but it remains for the East to ex 
ploit the two best systems in the realm of swat 

The first system is that used by the Athletics, which 

consists in assailing the ball with daily vigor—‘hitting 

‘em where they ain’t” and where they can't get to. 

The other system is displayed in the Giant foray, 
where McGraw with only average material, 
has shown the and the 
running game. 

As a system of attack, base stealing is too often un 
derplayed. A club that can average .270 at bat—that 
is, compile 270 hits out of 1,000 times at bat—is well 
above the average. 

But along the towpaths of the infield last season 
in the National League there were 2.816 attempted 
steals. From this number 1,576 landed safely, while 
only 1,240 runners shot down. So the 
running average was .559, or nearly 300 points above 
the base-hitting average. In other words, it is far 
easier, from these figures, to steal one’s way around 


again, 


advantage of speed base 


were base 
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By Grantland Rice 


than it is to be batted around or to arrive at first by 


the base-hit route. The; Phillies last season whaled 
the ball for a total of 2,065 bases against a total of 
1886 bases for the Giants. This should have fur- 


nished a big margin in attack, but for the most part 
it was wiped away by Giant speed on the bases, where 
MecGraw’s team pilfered 296 against 156 for 
the slower Phillies. A system of attack that arrives 
safely 559 times out of 1,000 starts is not to be taken 
too lightly as a run-getting factor. The Giants are 
far from being a world-beating machine. But they 
always carry seven regtlars who can travel at top 
speed from first to the plate, which explains in big 
measure a three-time conquest over some clubs that 
look to be better in other ways. 


Are You with Us? 


SHOT an arrow into the air, 
I It fell to earth, I know not where; 
But, as it whirled down like a diver, 
IT hope tari driver. 


bases 


it bheaned some 








Add *‘The Inferno’’ 
HOUGH Dante doesn't mention it—as I recall 
I his stuff 
The ones who got it hardest where the neck is 
red and rough, 
Were not the thieves and murderers and yeggmen on 


the grill, 
Who merely took a human life or tapped an easy till. 


Upon hell's hottest embers these were not the ones 
who cried 

The loudest for the water jug as heat peeled off their 
hide; 

But those who drew the 
blistered brood 


Who sold their fellow countrymen adulterated food. 


record scorch were that red- 


The Machine Incarnate 


\ \ YITH the present Congressional or Presidential 

attitude pointed in the direction of dissolving 

trusts, we call attention again to the collec- 

tion of talent toiling under the standard of Colonel 
Cornelius MeGillicuddy of Philadelphia, Pa. 

If Connie hasn’t organized a trust, we desire to 
know just what the following statistics mean: 

The top prime of a ball player is in the immediate 
neighborhood of thirty years. Using this as a basis 
with three world’s championships already to his credit 
since 1910, the Mackian line-up, a veteran organization 
in victory, is in actual age about as follows: 

Wally Schang, catcher, is about twenty-two; Bender 
and Plank are veterans with only a brief way to go, 
but Bush, Brown, Shawkey, Pennock, and Houck are 
all under twenty-five—and still below their top form. 

The redoubtable infield—the best in the game—-still 
averages under twenty-seven years. McInnis is only 
twenty-six ; Collins and Barry are still twenty-six, and 
Baker has yet to reach his twenty-eighth year. Eddie 
Murphy is only around twenty-three, Amos Strunk is 
under twenty-six, and Rube Oldring about thirty. 

So here veteran machine, veteran in victory, 
that, outside of two pitchers, doesn’t average beyond 
twenty-five years of age for the twelve main regulars. 
It has five years to go before it passes its top prime 
before it should start upon its physical descent. Fig 
ure this machine reenforced each season by one of the 
craftiest of the and ean thereby 
figure the massive problem which confronts all rivals. 
When the old Cub machine dissolved, Steinfeldt, 
Chance, and Tinker were around thirty—the pitchers 
in the main were all veterans and so were two of the 
outfielders. But the Mackian machine is still young 
as years go, and the only chance for its abdication 
through unusual misfortune or through an 
incentive and thrill which often come 
from a superabundance of victory. 


is a 


leaders game you 


now is 


absence of 
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Fable 


met upon the trail and started forth together, 
Working as a teanf, they soon swept the field be- 
fore them and started with a rush for the heights, 
Halfway up Perspiration became detached from the 
Old Pep and jumped the trail, leaving Inspiration to 
travel on alone. “I’ve brought you within sight of the 
top.” said Perspiration, “so now, kid, go to it.” 
MoraLt—A week later they found Inspiration stary- 
ing to death in a ditch by the roadside. 


Half Strides 
and 


ANY a wise fish has been hooked 
M with sucker bait in a strange stream. 
It's three to one in the betting that the entry 
with the enlarged dome is the first one in with the alibi. 

Being game is than often a matter of the 
night before. 

When one thinks of a white slaver, it seems a pity 
that there must be a limit to hell’s heat and that 
eternity isn’t longer. 

If every member of the cast had been taken at his 
own appraisement, we'd have whizzed by Utopia back 
around the seventh century. What is there'd 
have been no need of an exit attached to Eden. 


The Old Order— and the New 


HAT with 
rency bill, the income tax, the advantages or 


disadvantages of the tariff, absorbing 
teen new tango steps, curbing the white-slave traffic, 
learning how to play a mashie, pursuing the grafters, 
and comparing Western football with Eastern, modern 
existence is becoming entirely too complex. Despite a 
number of inventions and improvements, we rather 
fancy our forefathers had it on us. When they stepped 
out of doors they were either going to be shot by an 
Indian or they were going to shoot an Indian. At the 
worst it was fifty-fifty. Now it’s fifteen-eightv-five. 


The Balm in Gilead 


HERE are times, I'll admit, that I'm 
worried a bit 


When I go several days without eating; 
mentions the landlord's 


(o7 upon a time Inspiration and Perspi ation 


landed 


more 


more, 


the inner arrangements of the cur- 


seven- 


And when any onc 
intentions, 
Uy ingrowing goat wanders, bleating; 
But when I meet a guy with a tear in his eye 
And a pain 80 pronounced he must show it, 
Because of the tax on the income he packs, 
I’m pretty darned glad I’m a poet. 
There are times I get blue when the milk 
bill is duc 
And I’m down to my ultimate shilling; 
When my trousers get thin till the breeze 
whistles in 
With a zip that is austere and chilling; 
But when I meet a bloke who looks ready 
to choke 
With an anguish that’s far from inchoate, 
On account of the tar on the kale that he 
packs, 
I’m kinder darned glad I’m a poet. 


Cable Reply to Tammany 
CAMEL, it is whispered in exclusive zoological 
circles, can go eight days without taking a drink 

But how many years can a Tiger travel with- 
out so much as an individual prune to subsist on? 
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HE day following was 

Tuesday, and as Mary 

arrived Wednesday 

afternoon, Sally was 
obliged to return to World's 
End to receive her. However, 
the girl was so much better 
that she felt no anxiety in leav- 
ing her for a little while, though she was 
slightly nervous, too, because Owen had 
said that he intended to remain at Nelson’s 
Gift until evening, in order “to cheer Phoebe 
up a little and see that Wizzy and Jimmy 
Toots didn’t come to clips.” Phebe came down at 
nine o'clock and the exertion of dressing had brought 
the “two little blushes” to her cheeks again. To 
Owen her eyes looked fearfully large and bright, 
put Sally seemed to think that she was very well 
for the time being, and went 
off, promising to bring Mary 
pack with her on Thursday. 

When the carriage had 
driven off with Sally, Owen 
turned to Phoebe, who was 
seated listlessly on one of 
the hall chairs, and said: 

“Now, little cousin, don’t 
you think you might come 
out into your garden, if I 
give you my arm?” 

“Not the garden—” said 
Phebe, and he saw a little 
shiver run through her. 

“Into the air, at all 
events,” he coaxed. “It’s 
such a wonderful morning. 
We'll take Jimmy Toots or 
Wizzy—whichever you pre- 
fer of those two implacables 
—and go under the big tulip 
tree near the rose hedge. 
Won't you?” 

“We'll take dear Wizzy,” 
said Phebe; “he’s so un 
happy when he isn’t with 
you.” 


WEN drew her hand 
O through bis arm; and 
they went slowly out 
together into the serene 
morning, so fresh _ and 
breeze-stirred for July. “You 
must have some cushions,” 
he said when they reached 
the tulip tree, and he went 
back to the house for them. 
Phebe sat on the warm, 
sunburnt grass and leaned against the great bole, 
looking after him. The color burned deeper in her 
cheeks, then left them wholly. She had thought: 
“How kind, how kind he is! Would he be kind to me 
—if he knew?” 

“There! What do you mean by getting pale again?” 
exclaimed Owen, as he came back with the cushions 
of the library sofa, and made her sit upon one, while 
he tucked the others behind her. 

“I wish I could take you away with me to some 
lovely place in France or Italy, and pet you into 
health again,” said he, looking at her with his affec- 
tionate hazel eyes. “You would answer beautifully 
to spoiling, I’m sure.” 

This was almost too much for Phwbe—the con- 
trast of what he had said with what he would surely 
say, if—he knew. She drooped her head and played 
with a stalk of grass without answering. “Poor lit- 
tle child! Poor little desolate, helpless child !” thought 
Owen, divining her simple thoughts. 

He, like Sally, was resolved that Richard should 
marry her—and yet—as he looked at the tender, 
drooping face with the delicate fire of youth all 
quenched, when he thought of the man who had done 
this, and of the baseness and artificiality of Richard’s 
hature—it seemed to him that Pheebe’s fate as Rich- 
ard’s wife would be even more deplorable than it was 
at present; and suddenly there sprang up in him a 
sharp revulsion from the thought of handing her over, 
bound by legal ties, to her seducer. 

“There is something wrong with us all,” he thought 
bitterly. “Here is a beautiful young creature about 
to become a mother, and instead of an exalting rever 
ence we feel shame and pity just because the law has 
hot set its approval upon her act. She has only fol- 
lowed the instinct of a dryad in springtime—and she 
sits there disgraced. wretched, her life in ruins.” 


— glanced up, feeling the spell of his eyes 
that dwelt on her so earnestly, so thoughtfully. 
The color waved again over her white face. “Why 

are you so good to me, Cousin Owen?’ she asked 
with a touch of her old impulsiveness. 

“Because I’m fond of you, Phebe,” he answered 
gently, “and because you are very sweet and lovable.” 

Phebe put up her hands to her face, and this ges 
ture twisted Owen's heartstrings. 

Jan. 17 


FOR JANUARY 17, 


By Amélie Rives 


ILLUSTRATED BY ALONZO KIMBALL 


I a SN 


\ 


—— 
. Se 





‘Could you trust yourself quite to me, dear? Iam far, 


far older than you, but I would be very good to you, 
little Phebe. If you would be my wife—’’ 


| | E GREW pale, and then he, too, gave way to im- 
pulse. 


He put his hand gently over the little hands 
that hid her face. 

“I'm very fond of you, dear,” he said again, “and 
nothing, nothing in all the world—nothing that you 
or anyone else might do could ever change my affec- 
tion for you.” 

“Oh, no—no wailed the girl from behind her 
sheltering fingers, and it was like a faint echo of that 
terrible cry in the wood, which still haunted him. 

“Nothing, Phoebe,” he repeated firmly, “absolutely 
nothing.” 

Suddenly Phebe caught his hand in both hers and 
held it to her breast. Her wild, wide eyes gazed at 
him piteously. 

“I'm afraid 


* she whispered. “I'm so afraid 


WEN was startled. She so evidently spoke aloud 
O without knowing that she had spoken. 
“Of what, dear?’ he asked gently. 

She still stared at him—then her look broke, dropped 
away from his. 

“I—I was just—thinking,.” she faltered. 

“Well, you mustn’t think too much. You haven't 
quite recovered from that faint in the woods. Shall 
I tell you some stories of my travels, as Othello told 
Desdemona? I’m big and brown enough to play the 
Moor.” 

“Yes—please,” said Pharbe. 

So he leaned on his elbow, while Wizzy lay in a 
blissful demidoze against his adored boot, only rous 
ing now and then to have a snap at the cloud of gnats 
that swarmed near. He told her of Hungary and 
Russia, and Turkestan, and of strange Punjabi cus 
toms, and of how he had been tempted to shoot big 
game in India, but had desisted because of the look 
he had once seen in a dying stag’s eyes, so that he de 
termined never again to destroy a living creature. 
And here Phebe had looked at him through sudden 
tears and said: 

“I think you have the most beautiful heart in the 
world.” Owen stopped short, hot to his ears. It 
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seemed just as though he had 
been making a bid for her ad- 
miration, but really he had only 


9 been moved by the desire to 
Sa tell her something which he 
knew would fit her. mood. 


“Don’t, Phoebe,” he said boy- 

ishly, “you make me ashamed 

to have told you. Most decent men feel like 
that nowadays. 


Chapter VIIi — Nemesis a a ae 


world,” said Phebe again, with a touch of 

her old willfulness and smiling slightly 
through her tears. “If all men were She broke 
off, and again her face whitened and drooped toward 
her young breast. 

Owen plunged afresh into his traveler's tales. 
After an hour, noticing how worn she looked all at 
once, he said that she had 
better go and lie down until 
dinner time, and he _ took 
both her hands, pulling her 
gently ap from the grass, 
and then keeping one upon 
his arm, as when they had 
come out, led her back to 
the house. 


HEN he went out to 
\ y mount The Clown 

late that afternoon, 
Phebe followed him. She 
was flushed again now, and 
her blue eyes, darkly glow- 
ing, had a curious, fateful 
look that disturbed him. She 
stood while he mounted, 
then, coming close, laid her 
hand on The Clown’s neck. 
Her dark, burning eyes were 
fixed upon his face. 

“T want to thank you,” she 
said. “I want to thank you, 
and I don’t know how. But 
it’s all here’—she put her 
hands passionately to her 
breast. “Please, Cousin 
Owen, always remember that 
it’s here — here in my 
heart—” 

“Why, Phoebe dear,” pro- 
tested Owen, trying to take 
it lightly, “one would think 
I was off for a long 
journey.” 

“No—I just wanted to say 
it.” she answered with her 
wistful smile. 

Owen rode off with a troubled, anxious feeling that 
he could not account for. The nearer he got to 
World’s-End, the more this feeling increased. 

Suddenly, under an intuitive impulse not to be de- 
nied, when he was in sight of the very gates, he pulled 
The Clown’s head sharply round and rode back to 
Nelson’s Gift at a smart pace. 

When he reached it, he swung down, tied The 
Clown to a bough, and rapped with his crop handle on 
the front door. 

Lily came sauntering, a mild surprise in her bovine 
eyes as she saw who it was. 

“Can I speak to Miss Phebe a moment?” asked 
Owen. 

“Miss Phoebe, she done gone out.” 

“Where?” 

“T dunno, suh.” 

“When?” 

“*Bout ten minutes ago, I reckon.” 

Owen turned abruptly, and ran up the sloping lawn 
at the side of the house, where one had a_ pretty 
clear view of the surrounding fields. He looked in 
vain at first, then he saw her, a little figure in a long, 
dark cape, moving steadily up a grassy shoulder 
toward Idler’s Mountain. His heart in his throat, he 
knew not why, he set out after her, still running. 

She was walking with her head bent, evidently ab 
sorbed in her own thoughts, for she did not look round at 
the noise of pursuing feet, and when at last close to her 
he called “Phoebe!” she started with a wild ery, and 
something that she had been carrying under her cape 
fell at her feet and broke. The next instant the air was 
full of the dead sweet, pungent odor of chloroform. 


HCEBE, white as death, her hands to her heart, 
P trembling from head to foot, stood wildly staring 
at him above the broken bottle. 

“Phoebe!” cried Owen. Then, as the truth rushed 
on him: “Oh, Phabe!” he cried again, and snatched 
her roughly up in his arms, as though snatching her 
from the jaws of peril. 

The girl struggled desperately to speak with co- 
herence. Even in this hour of unexpected detection 
she clung madly to her purpose. She must mislead 
him, beguile him in some way. If she did not, they 
would never trust her alone again—she would never 
be able to escape. 
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Specifications 
Electric head, side, trimmings 
tail and dash lights Deep upholstery 
Storage battery Mohair top, curtains 
35 Horsepower motor and boot 
114-inch wheelbase Cowl dash 
Three-quarter floating Clear-vision rain- 
rear axle vision windshield 
Timken bearings Stewart speedometer 
33x 4Q. D. tires Electric horn 
Brewster green body Flush U doors with 
nickel and aluminum concealed hinges 


Completely Equipped—$950 
f. o. b. Toledo 


With electric starter and generator—$1075 


Canadian Prices: \ $1250 Completely equipped. Duty paid. 
f. o. b. Toledo ' $1425 with electric starter and generator. Duty paid. 

















LL values must be judged 
A and weighed by the 
simple process of com- 
parison. If a staple suit of 
clothes costs $40 in one store 
and the identical suit costs but 
$28 in another store which suit 
would you buy? Or would 
you shut out all sense of reason 
and buy the most expensive 
(but not superior) suit and 
waste $12 or 30%. 

Now which? 

Put your automobile pur- 
chase on the same basis—there 
is no difference. 

The $950 Overland has a 
motor that is as large and as 
powerful as in most $1200 cars. 
Compare and see. 
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The $950 Overland has a 
wheel base as long as on most 
$1200 cars. Compare and see. 


The $950 Overland is 
roomier, has greater leg stretch 
and more actual comfort than 
most $1200 cars. Compare and 
see. 


The $950 Overland has tires 
as large as on most $1200 cars. 
Compare and see. 


The $950 Overland has 
electric lights throughout the 


Literature on request. 





Less— 


same as $3000 to $5000 cars. 


Compare and see. 


The $950 Overland has just 
as complete and just as expen- 
sive equipment as most $1500 
cars. Compare and see. 


The $950 Overland is just as 
superbly and richly finished as 
any $1500 car. Compare and see. 


The $950 Overland is manu- 
factured just as carefully as 
any car. Compare and see. 


And we can offer this ex- 


Please address Dept. 6 





ceptional value because we are 
the largest makers of this type 
of car in the world. 


Why hesitate? There are 
more Overlands being sold to- 
day than any other similar car 
made. And this is because we 
continue to give more standard 
car for less actual money. 


The purchase of an Over- 
land will save you a clear 30%. 


See the 1914 Overland in 
your town. 


The Willys-Overland Company, Toledo, Ohio 


Manufacturers of the famous Overland Delivery Wagons, Garford and Willys-Utility Trucks. 


Full information on request. 
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“I was—I was—I was going—” she stammered pain 
fully. 

Owen set her gently down, keeping his arm about 
her. He was whiter now than she was. “Yes, dear, 
yes? Well?” he said, trying to follow her mood. 

“I was going—to take it—for a horse that—that 
broke its leg. A horse up—up in the mountain.” 

A profound instinct told Owen to let her think him 
deceived. 

“Well, dear, don’t worry. 
he said, soothing her. “I’m sorry I gave you such a 
start, but I just remembered something I wanted to 
tell you.” His brain worked like lightning. “I thought 
perhaps that while you were still feeling so weak you 
would rather not see Mary for a few days. So I just 
turned back to tell you that I could manage it per- 
fectly for you without hurting Mary's feelings.” 

“Thank you—” whispered the girl. 


We can get some more,” 


HE could scarcely stand upon her feet, even with 
S his arm round her. Suddenly she clung to him with 

all her might, clutching him with both hands, press- 
ing her face against his breast. “Oh, I'm afraid— 
I’m afraid—" she stammered. “Don't leave me! 
Don’t let her take me! You—you—are—the only— 
the only one—I'm not afraid of. Don't leave me— 
don’t leave me—” 

Holding the convulsed figure close against him— 
pressing her head to him with a hand on the thick, 
loosened hair—shivering with pity and a sick dread 
of what might have been had he not turned back— 
Owen felt suddenly within him a wild light such as 
breaks sometimes through the blackest storm. It 
blinded him for a moment—shook all his manhood 
with its sudden, appalling brightness of solution. Then 
bending his head close to hers, he said: 

“Tl never leave you, Phebe, if you wish it. Lis- 
ten, dear—don’t be frightened. Could you—will you 
marry me, Phebe?” 


LINGING to him closer than ever, her little fingers 

as Clenched in the stuff of his coat, she went on plead- 
ing desperately: “Don't leave me! Don’t leave 
me!” She had not taken in a word of what he had said. 
And Owen, dreading the consequences of this frantic 


Luisa Pays in Gold 


QUIRE TIMMONS believed the occasion 
justified a valorous display of wearing 
apparel, so he wore the outfit he had 
purchased for and worn to the Cattle- 

men’s Convention at Guthrie; it had since 
been tucked away in a bed sheet, with to- 
bacco leaves between the folds to keep out 
the moths. As the squire stooped and bent 
and sidled before the limited area of re- 
flecting surface on Lucile Evangeline’s 
dresser, he sneezed from the uprising dust 
of the powdered weed. The local tailor 
had made the pepper-and-salt suit, and the 
cream-colored sombrero had come in a 
large box from a mail-order house in Kansas 
City. The outfit had imparted to the squire 
a conscious distinction of superiority as he 
moved among the store-clothes delegates in 
the hotel lobby at Guthrie. He wore a 
shirt starched as stiffly as old Mrs. Luz 
could make it, without a collar, its stun- 
ning expanse of bosom unconfined by the 
limitations of a vest. 

It was for Juan Ramon Rocha, greatest 
cattle thief of a generation, that the squire 
had “dressed up.” Rocha was in the cala- 
boose, and would that morning be arraigned, to plead 
guilty or not guilty, before the squire. 


ately, called by the shiftless, poverty-scourged Mexi- 
eans living on both sides of the Rio Grande, was a 
For ten years he had defied the 


Tete RAMON, as he was familiarly, even affection 


picturesque rustler. 
astute Texas officers, the range riders, and the long 
arms of the Cattle Growers’ Association, to fall at 
last into the hands of an obscure sheriff. Love was 
his undoing. The little herdsman of humankind had 
made a good throw at the outlaw’s feet, and it was 
at the home of old Jesus Balleza that the sheriff had 
found him, sitting on the vine-screened porch, court 
ing the beautiful Luisa, as soft-headed and risk-taking 
as any ordinary fool of a lover. It was dark, Juan 
Ramon had no weapons handy, and the sheriff stood 
him up while Balleza, whom the rustler had deceived 
into believing him an honest planter, bound his hands 
with a lariat and cursed him in the choicest Castilian 
at his command. 

Many a herd had Juan Ramon and his men forded 
across the river, making no attempt to cover their 
tracks, sure of the protection of powerful friends in 
Mexico who had aided them in every conceivable 
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reaction from one ghastly terror to another—the re 
coil from the terror of death to the terror of life 
soothed her as best he could, half lifting her from the 
ground in his effort to give physical support to her 
poor body, shaken as by an ague with throes of un 
reasoning fear. 

Little by little, coaxing, scolding gently now and 
then as with a paniec-stricken child, he got her to 
a fallen log, and, seating himself upon it, with 
Phoebe still clinging to him, held her against his 
side, and smoothed the tangled hair away from her 
wet forehead. 

She grew quite still after a few minutes, catch- 
ing her breath convulsively now and then, like a 
child after a fit of sobbing. And the little face, so 
white, so piteous, thrown back in abandonment upon 
his arm, with closed eyelids quivering like the wings 
of a bird clumsily shot and dying painfully in helpless 
terror, moved Owen as nothing had moved him since 
that far-off day of his mother’s burial. Love and pity 
in their purest forms filled him as he looked down 
at Pheebe’s wan face and smoothed away from it the 
rich hair, so strangely contrasting in its vivid bril- 
liancy and vigorous, superabundant life. 


E DID not reason about what he meant to do. It 
TI came as an overpowering instinct—the instinct to 

lift this lovely, stricken child out of the dark 
waters that were submerging her into the safety of bis 
affection and tenderness. And even through his im 
mense pity he felt a leap of exultation as he thought 
how he could change all for her—resgeue her from her 
own fears, from Sally, from the dastard who had be- 
trayed her, from fate itself—could set her in a sure 
refuge, and give her if not happiness, at least peace 
and, in time, content. And as he was very human, the 
thought also flared through him: “In time—perhaps 
love.” But he shook this thought angrily from him, 
stung by the consciousness of a certain baseness that 
seemed always to mingle with the highest human 
motives. Yet she was made for love—had he the 
right, taking advantage of her extremity, to shut 
her forever in the cold house of grateful affection? 
And at the thought of her gratitude a coldness flowed 
through his uplifted mood. Long years spent with a 





By G. W. Ogden 


ILLUSTRATED BY W. HERBERT DUNTON 


manner in keeping out of the Texas officials’ net. 
Pursuit of el viejo zorro, the old fox, as he was called 
by his admiring countrymen, generally ended at the 
Rio Grande. If a posse, heated beyond restraint, 
chanced to ford the river, hot on the flying bandit’s 
heels, a squad of Mexican cavalry invariably popped 
out of the brush and informed the enraged cattlemen 
that armed invasion of one country by the citizens of 
another, said countries being at peace, was a grave 
matter, seflores, a very grave matter. As for Juan 
Ramon, indeed, they had not seen him at all. 


N HIS own country the outlaw bore the name 
| of a chivalrous gentleman, muy caballero, an hon- 

orable person, a charitable person, and a good 
citizen. 

If he robbed anyone, he robbed strangers in another 
country. Surely, every man’s business was his own, 
and of Juan Ramon’s affairs beyond the border they 
could not be expected to be informed. He was a lib- 
eral man, his hands closing loosely over his money, 
and “the poor” on both sides of the river grew fatter 
and lazier because of his charity. 

If anything remained to Juan Ramon after thus 


appeasing his conscience, the gamblers in El Paso got 
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wife who gave him gratitude—and Phebe’s was a 
passionately grateful nature, and he was a man to 
whom tepidity in such relations had always seemed 
revolting—what if he should come to love her with 
that force of passion which he knew well was latent 
in him? The future, like a great threatening form, 
But then he 
looked down again at Pheebe, and all doubts gave way 


drew close and thrust aside the present. 


before the appeal of her unconscious face—the help 
less weight of her spent body against his breast. 
“Phoebe, dear,” he said when he thought that she 
had recovered enough to understand him, “I want 
you to listen to me quietly. You will, won't you, dear?” 


SOR answer she lifted her heavy lids and looked up 
at him, and the trust in those dark eyes thrilled 
his heart with something more than love, deeper 

than pity. 

“You trust me, don’t you, Phoebe?” 

She groped for his hand, her eyes still on his, and 
quickly, before he guessed what she would do, kissed 
it with a little humble kiss, cold as ice. 

Owen flushed and tears sprang to his eyes. 

“Could you trust yourself quite to me, dear? I 
am far, far older than you, byt I would be very good 
to you, little Phebe. If you would be my wife”’—his 
heart seemed to pause in spite of his absolute deci- 
sion—“I would take you away with me and make you 
well again.” 

A wild, faint smile stirred the little face. Phabe 
thought that her friend was jesting with her to divert 
her from her suffering. ; 

“No—no—Phebe—” he said, holding her tighter, 
“don't smile—I am in earnest—I want you to let me 
marry you—I want to make you well and happy 
again. Don’t you think you could be happy with me 
if you tried very hard, Phebe dear?” 


ND this time he smiled at her in turn. Phebe 

A stared up at him with wide eyes, in which was 

sheer amazement, then dread again. Suddenly 

she struggled to rise, and he loosed his arms, leaving 
her quite free. 

“IT don’t want you, dear, unless you want to come 


to me,” he said gently. (Continued on page 21) 





that. So, always standing in need of money, 
Juan Ramon was forced to look lively and be 
an industrious thief. 

The plan pursued by the Mexican and his 
gang was to cut out a few head of cattle 
two, perhaps, or five—from a herd here, a 
herd there, assemble them on the Rio Grande 
ata given time and place, and run them over. 
This method made it difficult to gather evi- 
dence, because, by the time the few head of 
cattle were missed by their respective owners, 
they had been converted into beef in Mexico. 


4 I SHE squire found the little office of his 
lumber yard, which he also used for 
the transaction of cattle business and 

the dispensation of justice, filled to the door 
by the respectable inhabitants of the village, 
most of whom had at some time suffered loss 
at the hands of Juan Ramon. Outside, cran- 
ing and tiptoeing, the greasers and other 
curious ones who were at the foot of the 
social eminence blocked the hoof-beaten, sun- 
baked street of the sprawling town. They 
hoped, expected, some miracle would fall 
from heaven and deliver their friend from 
the rough clutch of the law, and every man of them 
stood ready to extend a grimy hand in assistance 
to him. 

Juan Ramon sat beside the sheriff, a pair of rusty 
irons upon his wrists—irons that had hung in the 
sheriff’s office a good many years, while murderers 
and various desperate characters had been transported 
from place to place with hands free. It had been a 
long time since a prisoner as slippery as Juan Ramon 
had come into the official’s hands, and in acknowledg- 
ment of his prowess the old handcuffs smelled of kero- 
sene, which the sheriff had poured on them to limber 
joints and lubricate bolts. Juan Ramon disdained the 
fetters, and spoke his disdain in the proud carriage of 
his fine head, the defiant sweep of his bold eyes, the 
riotous tumbling of his black, waving hair, that fell 
like an unconfined vine over his high forehead. Very 
brave and young and harmless he looked as he swept 
the assembled crowd with a restless gaze. He was a 
black Mexican, like any greaser, and because of his 
blackness and his charity those wedged together out- 
side the door in an endeavor to see him loved him 
next to their religion. 

Juan Ramon bowed his head respectfully when the 
squire entered. 
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The prisoner will take off his katy, his sombrero, 
in the presence of the court,” was the first peremptory 
order of the squire. He pushed his own hat back from 
his forehead and wiped his face with a 
nandkerchief, the sight of which 
outside the door almost veer in their support of Juan 


yellow silk 


made the greasers 


was 
an opulent pajuelo, and so grande, that 
plain none but a true gentleman might 


Ramon and go over to the side of the law. It 
such senor, 
it was 
possess it. 

Juan Ramon lifted his 
surprised scorn, clinked the irons on his wrists to 


very 


eyes in an expression of 


gether, moved his hands 
showing the six 
of chain between 


smiled, rhe 


apart, 
inches 
them, 
sheriff 
hat off 
the floor. 
rapped for order. 

“This here trial will now 
proceed,” said he, “an’ no 
chawin’ ner terbacker spit- 
tin’ "ll be allowed.” 

Juan Ramon shook his 
head sadly while the alle- 
gations of the complaint 
were being recited, and 
looked reproachfully at the 


and 
took the prisoner’s 
and placed it on 
Squire Timmons 


prosecutor. 

In reply to the final ques 
tion concerning his guilt 
or innocence, he said with 

decision, and 
“Not guilty, seflor 


clearness, 
firmness : 
Judge.” 
Squire Timmons bent for 
ward, his hands on the 
table, his jaw shot out 
ward, his thin brows 
bunched together in an ex- 
pression that was meant 
to discredit the prisoner's 
statement. He caught Juan 
Ramon’s eyes, held them a 
with his own, 
contemptuously, 


moment 
sniffed 
and said 
counting his words : 
you're a liar.” 


slowly. as if 


“Rocha, 


HE spectators 

I laughed Squire 
Timmons com 
manded order. “T’ll do all 
the laughin’ they is to be 
done while this here court’s 
in session,” said he. He 
turned to the 


prisoner : 


“Well, have you got any 
thin’ else to say?’ he 
asked. 

“Only that the honorable 
squire is mistaken,” Juan 
Ramon replied, “and that 





I would like to send to FE! 
Paso for a lawyer to de 
fend me.” 

“You got a right to have 
a lawyer,” the Court ad 
mitted, “an’ I'll give 
a show to git one. I'll set 
your trial at a week from 


you 


Phrekaet Denton. 
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an outlaw, defying public opinion, boldly aligning 
herself on his side, and offering her possessions as 


surety for his liberty 


N JUAN RAMON and Luisa extremes had met anc 
| apparently, 

her with a sort of paternal tenderness, shaking his 
head “Tm Miss 
“but I can't accept of nothin’ but cash money in this 
know right, Luisa, an’ I'm 
sorry to see you mixed up in this here muss, 
hatched, 


harmonized. Squire Timmons looked at 


slowly. sorry, Luisa,’ he answered, 
case. I 
mighty 
‘cause I've 


here you're all 


wis 


you ever since you 


knowed 
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There the sheriff surrendered his office to them and 
politely withdrew from their presence, but impolitely 
laid his ear to the crack of the door to hear what they 
might say ; 

“You have done badly in 


this,” said Juan Ramon, 


“very badly You have not alone submitted yourself 
to insult, but you have added to my sense of abase- 
ment. It is not for you to go on my bond, my Luisa, 


m\ seul, If I could reach 


and we must whisper 


ah, the pig is listening, 
if I could reach Santos Gonza- 
money this unjust judge de- 
But Gonzalez is not near; it is impossible.” 


lez, he could raise the 


mands, 


“Not impossible,” she 
pl aia said. “Where is he? I will 
va ride to him myself.” 

“? “Yes, impossible, quite 


. impossible,” he repeated. 
“No, you could not go, be- 
cause it is far and the 
country is rough. But you 
might get me one with a 
horse who could be 
trusted to do it. It is two 
days’ ride to where Gon- 
zalez is to be found, and 
in one week I must be 
tried by this judge, this 
who drips fat like 
a ham hanging in the sun. 
Yes, that will do. Hire 
ohne you can trust, and 
send this word to Gonza- 
lez—” He spoke in her 
ear to cheat the listening 
sheriff. “Gonzalez,” he 
continued, “is to be found 


good 


Yrueso 


at the place where Pablo 
Cruz ferries travelers 
across the river, and any 

man familiar with the 
country knows the _ spot. 

Let the man you send ask 

for Dave Cook: remember 

the name, Dave Cook. That 

is the password to Gon- 

ee: zailez, Be certain, my 
"8 angel, of the man you send, 
because there is a reward 

: offered for Gonzalez that 
J night tempt a dishonest 


one.” 


S LUISA left the jail 
A she turned over in 
her mind the possi- 

é ble qualified for 
™™ the ride to Gonzalez’s hid- 
ing place. She knew no 
American could be trusted 
in an affair between Mexi- 
miserable 
representatives of her own 
race who lived at hand 
were ready to sell any man 
for the price of a_ shirt. 
One thief, another 
a petty gamester; this one 
a poor, starved, lazy, good 
for nothing: that one a 
fool. They were all chaff. 
Whoever she might engage 
would babble and the big 
ears of the sheriff would 
hear. Juan Ramon had 


couriers 


those 


° 
cans, and 


was a 








to-day an’ fix your bond 
at two thousand 

Juan bowed. “The sefor squire is very kind,” said he. 

“Have you got anybody to go your bond?” asked the 
squire. Juan Ramon’s eyes were on the irons about 
his slender wrists. He did not raise them. “No one, 
* he answered; “I am a stranger in a strange 


dollars.” 


sefior,’ 
land.” 

“Then,” said the Court, arising and preparing to leave, 
“you will take him back to the calaboose, Mr. Sheriff.” 


HERE was 2 commotion at the door. Some one 
I was crowding forward, and the men who packed 
the room edged and backed and made a pas 

sage when they saw it Was a woman. 
the squire’s table a 


As she approached flush illu 


mined Juan Ramon’s handsome face, and he shifted 
in his chair to hide the ignominy of his irons. “I'll 
sign his bond, Mr. Timmons,” she said; “you know 


I have property in my own name worth more than 
that.” , 

“Don Jesus Balleza’s 
Mexicans, regarding her with approval 
“She is a buena muchacha, and rich.” 

She short of stature, almost diminutive, but 
Plump as a young pigeon. Her face was like a sun 
beam in that close little office, fair and fresh in its 
brightness and unalloyed and it 
easy matter to picture her on a shaded veranda, bend 
ing her embroidery frame or 
drawing linen 
fancy design. the sweetheart of 


muchacha,” whispered the 


and respect. 


was 


innocence, was an 


trim head over her 
the slender 
Put here she was, 


threads fronr squares in 





Before the pur- 


‘*Stop them,’’ yelled the Mexicans in delight. 
suers could mount the horses Juan Ramon and Luisa were 
hidden in a swirl of dust far down the sandy road 


little gal, 
I know you've got prop 


as the sayin’ is. an’ vow an’ my you've 


played together all your lives 


erty in plenty, an’ I know that feelin’s is feelin’s, but 
nothin’ but money, gold money, oro Americano, goes 
in this here court to-day.” 

Iuisa Balleza blushed 

“It’s perfectly legal for you to accept this surety, 


Mr. Timmons,” she said, “because there is property 
enough to satisfy the bond in case it 
sary to realize on it.” 

“I know my 


sight better’n you do,” 


became neces 
business, little gal, I reckon, a danged 
the squire retorted, “an’ un- 
less you pre-duce the cash aforesaid, 


can money as 


this here case will be closed.” 
“IT can’t furnish a cash bond,” “Will you 


allow me to talk with the prisoner when he is locked 


she said. 


up again?” 
“You ast the sheriff about that,” the squire answered. 


“Sure,” said the sheriff, scowling savagely and jam- 
ming Juan Ramon’s hat down over his ears with a 
rudeness that plainly said: “What do you mean, you 


varmint, by dragging this girl into miserable 
life?” 

Luisa walked proudly beside the prisoner, as if 
honored in being permitted the privilege, ignoring the 


they threaded their way to the little jail 


your 


crowd as 


played the man with her be- 
fore his arrest. She knew him for exactly what he 
was, a desperate cattle thief, and it was his ingenuous 
confession, rather than his protestations of devotion, 
“IT am a thief, 


that convinced her of his earnestness. 
he had said, “and a poor man at that. But there are 
honest living in Mexico, and if 
will never again 


means of making a 
you will cross the river with me I 


drive any cattle but my own.” 


HAT was months before his arrest, and she had 
promised, but it was a hard matter to tear 
herself away from the old father. So she had 


deferred, and Juan had stolen across to see 
her from time to time. At last some one who knew 


> 
Ramon 


him had told the sheriff, and Juan Ramon was 
caged. 

Luisa blamed herself; she must save him; Juan 
Ramon must speed beyond the jurisdiction of the 


Texas courts before the day of his trial: no time could 
be lost; if Santos Gonzalez could get the bond money 
by following his chief's directions, then Santos Gon- 
zalez must be reached, 

“I'll go myself,” she determined 
rode homeward, “then there can be no leaks, and if 
I fail he will at least know that I was loyal.” 

When she was ready to set out that afternoon she 
father was tak- 


valiantly as she 


appeared on the veranda where her 
ing his ease after his siesta. 
“Father, I am going to ride over to Cousin Anna’s 


to spend a few days with her,” she said, avoiding the 
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old man’s unfriendly glance and looking 

down at her shoes He was dull and 
heavy after his nap: the sourness left 
in him by the arrest of a notorious thief 
at his house had not yet been neutral 
ized by the natural sweetness of his dis 
position. He leaned back in his chair 
and remained silent. 

“You do not mind, do 

she asked. 

“And if I did,” he answered testily, 
| “what difference would that make? You 
| would have your way in the end, as you 

have always had. There you stand with 
| your eyes downeast, looking as simple and 
as sinless as a holy nun, but who knows 
what is in your heart—who knows what 
is in any woman’s heart, old or young? 

“Well, go along now and stay away un- 
til this Juan Ramon is in prison for the 
remainder of his days. As 


you, father?” 


JANUARY 


17, 1914 


4 


‘4 . “ 
tte tk ttt 


who acknowledged no superior in casting 
the lariat, crept up behind the sentinel, 
where he slouching in his saddle, las 
seed him and dragged him to the ground. 


sat 


Hk were mounted upon 

their horses, bound securely, and de 
livered into the keeping of Luisa, and then 
Cionzalez and his men deliberately packed 
the camp outfit into the wagon, bunched 
the three hundred head of cattle, and 
drove all before them toward the Mexi- 
cun border. By sunrise the last steer 
Was across the river, and Santos Gonza- 
lez felt that he was a greater man than 
the captain himself. True, Juan Ramon 
had stolen many cattle, a few at a time, 
in his day, but when had. he stolen an 
entire herd, to say nothing of four good 
and the herdsmen who were on 


prisoners 


horses 








noon nap. It is said there are but three 
things in this world sufficiently stimu 


lating to the Mexican mind to keep sleep 
away between the hours of one and three 
o'clock in the afternoon; they are a feast. 
a funeral, and a faro bank. Gonzalez’s 
men who remained behind, having none 
of these diversions to keep their senses 
keen, slept that afternoon while their 
chief was away trading the stolen cattle 
for gold. While they slept the captured 
cowboys chewed apart their bonds and 
slipped away. 

Juan Ramon walked the length of the 
jail corridor, singing light-heartedly. 
The sheriff brought him his supper and 
stopped a while to chat, having found 
Juan Ramon a companionable man. 

“From the way you was singin’ a while 
ago,” said the sheriff, “you don't seem to be 

a-worryin’ much over your 





of this sin by a confession 
to the cura. Then think, 





| for the rest of your jour 


ney, of all the teachings of 
godliness and virtue you re 


ceived from the holy sis 
ters in the convent of San 
Antonio.” 

“Yes, father,” she mur- 


mured obediently, still bend 
ing her eyes upon the ground 


and retiring meekly. She 
galloped away on a thin 
flanked horse that meas 
ured the ground in great 
swift bounds. 


“The captain is right in 
trusting me to do this,” 
said Santos Gonzalez, hairy, 
wild-looking, and furtive of 
eye, as he stroked the nose 
of Luisa Balleza’s horse 
“Tt is an important under 
taking, but it will be ear 
ried as well as anyone, ex- 
cept the captain himself, 
could carry it. The herd 
of which he speaks is half 
a day's ride back in the di 
rection you came. It will 





take but a few hours to 
run a large number of the 
cattle, perhaps the whole 
herd, across the river, and 
get the money for them 
from one who is always 
waiting, like a buitre, to fly 
down on anything that 
walks on hoofs. 

“We had planned this 





thing, the captain and my 





preliminary to morrow, 
Have you got a lawyer yit?” 


“Lawyer, sefor? Law- 
yer? What need has an 
innocent man for a law- 
yer? No, I have not any 


lawyer. Tell me, my friend, 
is this squire the one who 
sends men to the prison for 
many, Many years?” 

“Oh, no, be can’t do noth- 
in’ but bind you over. It's 
the higher court that'll do 
business with you, Rocha.” 

The prisoner smiled, 
“Very well, seflor,” said he, 
“would you do me _ the 
honor, Sefior Sheriff, to 
bring a _ bottle of wine? 
There is money to pay for 
it in the pocketbook you so 
kindly took from me when 
I was arrested. If you will 
bring the wine, seflor, and 


have the estimable Dipu- 
tado Bill join us, I will 
drink you a_ brindis and 


farewell.” 
“What's that? You ain't 
a-goin’ to pull out an’ leave 


me to-night, air you?” said 
the sheriff, laughing. 

“Not without your con- 
sent, I assure you; but the 
affairs of life, sefor, eall 
me. Bring the wine; let 


us drink.” 

When the sheriff returned 
with the bottle of red wine 
he put his head in at the 
office door and grinned 
queerly at the deputy, who 
was laboring on a bunch of 








self, before his misfortune, 


greatest and the last of all 
our enterprises. We shall 
succeed. The vaqueros who 
guard this small herd near 
the river are careless, be 
they believe them 
strong, and do not 
think of danger, but part of 
them are in one place, part 
in another. Few, very few, 


selves 





The Waist 


By ANTHONY EUWER : : Illustration by the Author 


An imag’nary line is the WAI ST, 
Which seldom stay’s long where 
it’s placed, 
But ambles and skips 
Twixt the shoulders and hips — 
According to popular taste. 


subpeenas. “Bill,” he said, 
“they’s a gentleman down 
below a-waitin’ for me an’ 
you to jine him in a rasslin’ 


match.” He held up the 
bottle. “Says he’s a-goin’ 
to leave, an’ wants to bid 


us fare-you-well.” 
The inestimable Diputado 
Bill followed the sheriff to 


Juan Ramon’s cell. Juan 
Ramon, being an excep 
tional prisoner, was ac- 


corded a table for his food. 
The prisoner and the dep- 
uty sat on the bunk, the 








in number are those who 
watch the herd we must 
have. Perhaps we shall 
take both men and cattle, 
then there will be no one 
left to follow. Now, seo 


rita, as your horse is well in wind again, 
you will ride back and tell the captain 


that it shall be done as he directs.” 


“How will you get 
in time?” she asked. 
“We will draw 


the money to him 
“Who will take it?’ 
lots for it,” he an 
swered. “It may be that whoever goes 
will be arrested and the money taken 
from him. But he may be able to ar 
range with the sheriff.” 

“T am afraid not,” said she. “The 
sheriff is not the kind who arranges 
things. He would suspect any one of you 
who might go. But if I take the money, 
there will be no one to question me. I 


will stay until the work is done and 
carry it to him myself.” 

“Very well,” said Gonzalez, pleased 
that the possibility of having to go 
| himself had been removed, “very well, 
senorita, and he will appreciate it, the 
captain.” 

Well the captain might! 

It was an hour past midnight when 
Gonzalez and his men, Luisa Balleza rid 
ing with them, closed in on that por 


the valley. The spies sent out reported 
but two men in charge of the cattle: one 
asleep near the grub wagon, the other 
standing sentinel over the resting drove. 
Two men were detailed to bind the sleep 
ing man, and Santos Gonzalez himself, 


guard? So Gonzalez smiled and beamed 
with pleasure as he approached the little 
Luisa, still effectively guarding the cap 
tured cowboys. 

“You have done well, seflorita,” said 
he, “and now I can relieve you of these 
men. They are the only things without 
value that we have brought away. What 
shall we do with them?” 

“Watch them until I have been a day 
on the road with the money,” she an 
swered, “then let them go.” 

“Ah, the money,” Gonzalez said; “that 
will take some time to procure. It will 
be night before I can deliver the cattle, 
and you must have rest. Near at hand 
is the house of one I know, and you may 


sleep safely there until I return. Then 
with the money we will go, you and TIT, 
seflorita, on this side of the river to a 


point near your home, then you cross and 
set the captain free.” 

“Well, boys,” said he in English, ad 
dressing the captives, “what do you 
think of this job?’ 

“It’s a slick job, all right, Gonzalez,” 
them replied, “but we'd like to 
know what you're a-goin’ to do with us?” 

“Shoot you,” said he, winking face 
tiously at Luisa. “Do you think we are 
fools enough to let you go back and talk?” 

A great press of business is required to 
prevent a Mexican from taking his afte 


one of 
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sheriff in the chair. There 
were tin cups for the liquor, 


and when they were filled Juan Ramon 
arose. 
“Friends,” said he, “I will now give 


you the brindis, the roast; is it not that 
you call it?” 

“Toast,” corrected the sheriff. 

“Ah, yes, toast. Gentlemen, the toast: 


“Que importa que ahora 

kl sol nO aprese|ad, 

Y no nos ofresca 

Su fulgida faz? 

{migos queridos, las copas Uenemos, 
tlegres brindimos amor y amistad. 


[What does it matter that the 
not appear, 
And does not show us his refulgent face? 
Dear friends, we fill our goblets 
ind joyously drain them to friendship 
and love.] 


sun does 


“And especially, my friends, amor, love. 
No? Is it not more than the amistad?” 

They drank. 

When Squire Timmons called court on 
the following afternoon the same crowd 
jammed the little room, the same over- 
flow of eager ones filled the street and 
tramped each other's heels in tiptoeing 
efforts to the outlaw’s face. The 
proceedings were brief, the prisoner ap- 
pearing without counsel and waiving all 
preliminaries. Squire Timmons bound him 
over to the higher court in the same bond. 
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“And,” said the squire, decisively shut- 
ting the latest volume of the revised stat 
utes, the new leather binding of which 
creaked like a shoe, no one appears 
with the cash money, the prisoner will 
be locked up in the calabooose till the 
fall term of court.” 


“as 


YQUIRE TIMMONS was going that 
S ifternoon to look at a bunch of cat- 


tle upon which a rancher wanted to raise 
a loan, and his horse stood in the shade 
of a live oak in front of the office. He 
accompanied the sheriff and Juan Ramon 
to the place where his horse was hitched, 
put his foot in the stirrup and said, 
having heard of Juan Ramon’s boast 
that he would that day be free: 

“Too bad to upset your cale’lations 


this a-way, young feller, but the law’s 
the law.” 

Juan Ramon was not looking at the 
squire, but, standing with his man- 


acled hands outstretched, his soul shin- 
ing from his eyes, he gazed along the 
white street. A hundred yards away, 
with a tagging crowd of Mexicans hang- 


ing on wonderingly behind her, a 
woman was approaching. “It is my 
angel, she comes,” said Juan Ramon. 

Presently Luisa Balleza was beside 
him, dust-coated, travel-worn. “Am I 
too late,” she asked, anxiously, “am I 


too late? I had to ride to El Paso, to 
the bank, for the money, and my horse 
fell and broke his leg two miles down 
the road. I have hurried, am I too late?” 

The squire swung his bulk to the 
ground. “No, Luisa, if you’ve got the 
money there, come on in an’ we'll fix 
up the bond,” he said. 

“Here it is,” she replied, giving him a 
small handbag, “$2,000, oro Americano.” 

“Juan Ramon is to go free,” cried the 
gaunt-ribbed Mexicans, who packed like 
hungry around the door. The 
squire spread his big handkerchief on 
the table, poured out the gold, and 
counted the pieces upon it. 

“It’s all there,” said he, “down to the 
last dollar. Well, it’s a good thing for 
you, Rocha, that some people’s got con 
fidence in you. Here, sign this paper, 
Luisa. Now, Mr. Sheriff, let him go. 
Remember, you’re to be back here on 
the sixth of October for trial, an’ try 
to keep your hands offen other people’s 
property till then.” 








dogs 


HE sheriff removed the irons from 

Juan Ramon’s wrists,and Luisa Bal 
leza grasped his hands in hers. “Come,” 
she said, “come away from this unhappy 
place. You are free.” 

Juan Ramon raised his shoulders as a 
preening bird lifts its wings, breathed 
deeply and rejoined; “Free, God's bless- 
ing be with you, my angel, free!” 

She drew him toward the _ door. 
“Quick,” she whispered, “we must hurry. 
I rode my horse until it could no longer 
stand to get here in time, and there 
are others coming behind me with bad 
news. Hurry! You may reach the river 
and swim across before they come. Gon 
zalez is there with wa 

“You are coming 
said he. “We will 
shall not stay behind.” 

They pushed out of the room and 
stood in the street, leaving the squire and 
the sheriff busy with their papers. “Juan 
Ramon free,” said the Mexicans, 
gathering around them. “Many a poor 
man will thank God for that this day.” 


horses. 
with me, my soul,” 
find horses here, you 
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broncho with it like one finishing 
“Stop ’em,” he yelled, coming on 
clatter and cloud of dust, “Stop 
don’t let em git away !” 

The Mexicans saw that some unex 
pected turn of events threatened the 
liberty of Juan Ramon, and the boldest 
of them, cunning, and quick-witted in a 
pinch, were well inspired. The messen 
ger, a wild-eyed cowboy, drew up before 


a race. 
in a 
‘em, 


the office. 

“They're thieves,” he cried, “they’re 
both thieves. Stop ’em, I tell you; don’t 
let ’em git away.” 

“Stop them, stop them,” echoed the 
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** Nothing New Under the Sun”’ 
Customer: ‘‘ Curious idea, these shaving 
brushes! I never saw anything 
like ’em before’ 








carry 


and the cowboy, 
to 


from the 


move!” 


arm at 


ainst the squire’s 
could enter or 


way for Juan 


Mexicans, packing ag 
so tightly no one 
out, and clearing a 
Ramon as they shifted. The sheriff and 
those within pushed against the wall 
of human backs, cursing, threatening, 
commanding. The cowboy, his exhausted 
horse hemmed in so it could not have 
moved even if it had had its strength 
kept up his shouting, but his words be 
came unintelligible above the hurricane 
of mingled voices. 

“Go, go,” urged Luisa, “leave me here. 
Some day, when the trouble is past, I 
will go to you.” 

“This way, this way,” panted Juan 
Ramon, dragging her toward the squire’s 
horse. “It is a strong beast, it will 
both of us.” 
luck to you, 
buena vieja,” shrilled an 
woman, waving her hands in benedic 
tion. Juan Ramon was in the saddle, 
seeing that his efforts 
spread an alarm that would stay 

were in vain, snatched the revolver 
holster at his belt and yelled: 
“Halt, you’re a dead man if you 
Anold Mexican leaned on a gnarled 


door 


pass 


Ramon, 
Mexican 


Juan 
old 


“Good 


him 


and knotted manzanita walking stick, at 
the cowboy’s stirrup. The sight of the 


pistol threatening the life of Juan Ra- 
mon stirred his sluggish old blood, 


and 


he raised the bludgeon in both hands 


and delivered a resounding blow upon the 
cowboy’s 
the cowboy’s hand, 


elbow. The pistol flew from 
and, with an animal 
scream of pain, he dropped his paralyzed 


his side. 








A horseman turned into the street, 
heading his animal toward the lumber- 
yard office. He sat in his saddle like 
one who had ridden far, but he perked 
up when he saw the crowd around Juan 
Ramon and Luisa, leaned forward, 
jerked off his hat and beat his jaded 

Pheebe’s lips parted, but no words 
would come. She sank beside him and 
hid her face against his knee. Her long 


hair fell over her just as in pictures of 
the repentant Magdalene. Owen frowned 
and gathered it from about her hidden 
face. And suddenly a wild hope leaped 
in him. “If she would only confide in 
me—if she would only tell me, then all 
would clear and simple.” But the 
next instant he felt that this hope was 
folly—how could he expect such a bitter 


be 


abasement from this tortured child? Al- 
Ways lenient to human weakness in 
Others, always moved by a passion of 
Pity before the pitiful, there was a 


special disarming chivalric tenderness in 
his feeling for Phoebe that made it im 
Possible for him to bring stern codes to 
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(Continued from page 18) 
bear on her; he, the man, could only 


feel how little and helpless and wronged 


a child she was. 

Who could expect her to shut the last 
door of escape with her own hands? Be 
sides, young and childish as she was, 


there was in her that gift of passionate 
gratitude which might 
accepting his offer 
passion 
felt 
beautiful thing if she could force herself 
to tell him all. 


her from 
that com- 
And yet—he 
triumphantly 


prevent 
if she knew 
prompted it. 
would be a 


had 
that it 


with her face hidden 
Phebe seemed to her 


Kneeling there 





The sheriff and the rest who had been 
cooped up in the office had fought 
their way out, and were hurrying toward 


Juan Ramon. He sat upright on the 
squire’s horse, faced them, and shook 
his fist defiantly. Then he leaned over, 
caught Luisa around the waist and 
lifted her to the horn of the saddle. 


“Stop them,” yelled the Mexicans in de 
light, as Juan Ramon headed the horse to 
ward the river, half a mile away, and 
waved his hand in farewell. “Stop them, 
stop them,” they continued shouting, 
surging after the fugitives in an excited 
mob that filled the street like a flood 

overturning the sheriff and upsetting 

the portly form of the squire and even 
dragging the cowboy from his horse. 


EFORE 
horses hitched in front of the saloon, 
Juan Ramon and Luisa were hidden in 
a swirl of dust far down the sandy 
road. The chase was swift and eager, 
but much time had been lost, and when 
the pursuers reached the bank of the 
Rio Grande, at that season a thin and 
shallow stream, there was no one in 
sight, save a sergeant of Mexican cav- 
alry at the edge of the brush on the 
other shore, looking for all the world, 
in his little cap and green coat, like a 
paroquet that had just chanced to fly 
out of the woods. 
The sheriff was downcast. “If it 
hadn’t a been for them damned greasers 


we'd a got ‘em,” he said. 

“Now look-a_ here,” remarked the 
squire, “is they anybody here that 
knows what we wanted ‘em for? The 
onery cuss put up the bond, an’ I don’t 


how we could a-stopped him.” 


yo knew what was wanted of 
Juan Ramon, indeed, as the cow 
boy had not joined in the chase. “He 
rode your horse off,” said the sheriff. 
“He was rattled,” the squire ex 
plained, “an’ he wasn’t as much to 
blame them fellers that got him 
stirred up by yellin’. He thought they 
was a-goin’ to string him up, that’s 
what he thought.” 
“What'd he take the gal for?” 
“Huh,” sniffed the squire, 
could, I reckon, an’ ’cause she was will 
in’. Wouldn’t you or me or any of us be 
glad enough to git a gal like that, say?” 
When they reached the village they 
found the cowboy in a battered state 
that evidenced rough handling sitting in 
the office door. “Well, Longan,” said the 


as 


asked one. 
“cause he 


squire, “I thought you was down in the | 


with a bunch of cattle.” 

“Yes, I was,” the cowboy replied, “me 
an’ Peters, but night afore last Gonza- 
lez an’ that Balleza gal, 1 knowed her 
all the time, ’cause I used to work for 
her daddy, they sneaked up on us an’ 
lassoed me while I was on watch an’ tied 
Peters while he was asleep, an’ run the 
whole bunch acrost the river. I savvy 
their talk an’ I hear ‘em say the money 
for the cattle’s to go to git the captain 
out of jail. I done my best to git here 
ahead of her, but I failed.” The squire 
rounded his eyes and aspirated in sibilant 
amazement. “An’ they that whole 
bunch,” said he, “a good six thousand 
dollars’ worth of my best stock!” 

“The whole damn bunch,” said the 
cowboy with an expression that spoke 
the sickness and humiliation of his heart. 


lower valley 


took 


YNQUIRE TIMMONS’S jaw fell, and 
J he sat silent, his mouth gaping. 
Presently he arose, turned to the sheriff, 


and said: “Lum, here’s a p’int for a law 
yer ’at I’ve been a-weighin’ over in my 
mind. By rights—rights, mind you, not 
law—who does this two thousand dollars 


belong to, the State of Taixas or me?” 
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self to 
tween 


be rushing round and round be 
high walls in utter, vacant dark 
ness. This must be one of the wild, con 
fused dreams that had troubled her 
sorely of late. It was not true, of course 
Perhaps she had really taken the chloro 


so 


form after all, was dying, and this was 
one of the dreams that came with death. 
She had heard people say that chloro- 
form gave strange, queerly real dreams 

But presently Owen's quiet voice. 
breaking through the tumult of her 
thoughts, made her quite sure somehow 
that it was not in a dream that he spoke 
to her. 

“IT love you very dearly, Phebe dar- 
ling.” it said 

The blinding truth! He loved her— 
he wanted to marry her—Pheobe began 
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| The Next Pair of | 
Shoes You Buy— 


RE they going to be those | 
same old narrow, unnat- 
ural shoes, which bend 

the tender toe bones, causing 


thereby corns, bunions, cal- 
louses, ingrowing nails, falling 
arch, etc. ? 

Or, are they going to be 
aristocratic Rice & Hutchins 
Educators which let bent toe 
bones straighten —drive away 
corns, ingrowing nails, etc.? ' 


Why are Educators so good 
looking and so comfortable? 

Just because they’re made sci- 
entifically to distribute the foot 
space right—without awkward 
looseness. ‘Thus they ‘let the 


’? 


child’s foot grow as it shoulc 


aes. 9 


and allow a grown foot to relax 
into natural position cure 
itself of foot troubles. i 


Made for 
Men, Women, Children 


Prices from $1.3 
to $5.50 for men’s ‘*specials 
Always the same shape, 
after year. 
them, a post card to dealer always 
brings you a perfect fitting pair. 

Be sure EDUCATOR is branded 
on the sole—without that mark it’s 


not an orthopaedically correct Rice & 
Hutchins Educator. 

If your shoe man doesn’t keep gen- 
uine Educators us for catalog. 
Just mention whether you're interested 


and 


35 for infants’ i 


’? i 
year 2 
Once you've worn 


write 


in men’s, women’s or children’s, and i 

we'll tell you where to see them guich : 

Does your dealer carry Educators? i 
Find out today. 
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Rice & Hutchins | 
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DUCATO 
EDUCATOR 


8*6 v8 Pat OFF 
“Lets the foot grow as it should” 


a | 


 Gamiocestie as 
an Old Shoe, 
Yet Proud to 
Pass a Mirror’’ 









Copper-Tip 
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RICE & HUTCHINS, INC. | 
World’s Shoemakers to the Whole Family 
16 HIGH STREET, BOSTON, MASS. 


Makers of the Famous All America and Signet 
Shoes for Men, and Maylair Shoes for Women 

















You get your own sleeve 


length in the 


Shirt 
No need to tug at and soil your cuffs, 


to hunch your shoulders, or bunch 
your sleeves with sleeve-holders. 


And for comfort and appearance 
there's pre-shrunk neckbands; un- 
breakable buttonholes; generously cut 
shoulders; smooth setting fronts; 
matched patterns. 


Guaranteed Fit, Color and Wear. 
Shirt for One That Fails. 
Ask your dealer for Gn 
the shirt with the omneasly label 
a centleman'’s guide to 


“*Emery’ Style Booklet,’ 
correct dress, will be sent to you free upon request 


W.-M. Steppacher & Bro. Makers, Philadelphia 


Offices also, New York, Chicago, St. Louls 


A New 





You get style, finish and durability 
If you insist on getting genuine 


KREMENTZ Cuff Buttons 


The big brothers of the famous 
Krementz Collar Buttons. Made on 
the same principle—without solder 


joints or weak places; 
One-Piece 
Bean and Post 
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They cannot break by wear or pull 
apart. The Rolled Plate Buttons 
are made with a sheet of 14-K gold, 
so thick that it will not wear through 
by years of use, sweated on a metal 
backing to give strength. 

A new button free in exchange for a genuine Krementz 
button that is broken or damaged from any cause. 
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The illustrations show some of the many beautiful de- 
signs to select from. At the best jewelers’ and haber- 
dashers, or sent by mail on receipt of price, if you are 
unable to buy them elsewhere. 


Two Dollars the Pair. Booklet on request 


Krementz & Co., 46 Chestnut St , Newark, N. J. 


The Cost = 
of Beauty ot « cicar, tress 


skin and of a matchless complexion, 

is the low price of the soap, 

famous for its purity and good 
results— 


ears’ 


SOAP 


15c. a Cake for the Unscented —____—. 


WE SHIP ON APPROVAL 


without a cent deposit, prepay the freight and 
allow 10 DAYS FREE TRIAL. 
ONLY COSTS one cent to learn 
our unheard of prices and marvelous offers on 
highest grade 1914 model bicycles. 
FACTORY PRICES *° i," 
a bicycle 
or « pair of tires from anyone at any price 
= until you write for our large Art Cata 
ae 10g and learn our wonderful proposition on 
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|} under Jimmy Toot’s caresses, he ti 
his big handkerchief and wiped 


away the tears that made all 
her white little face glisten as 
with rain 

“No, no—I can’t! You 
wouldn't want me if—no—no 

I love you too much 

“Dear heart, that’s an odd 
reason for not marrying 
me.” 

“Oh, I can’t—I can’t—I 


can’t!” she kept 
repeating. 
“Are you 
dear?” 
“Oh, no—no 
“You said just now that 
you loved me.” 


piteousl) 


afraid of me 


| “Ah, I do! I do!” 

| “Then, Pharbe 

“T can't let you marry 
me—I—I—no one is worthy 

to be your wife.” 

| “Dear child, that is very 
| sweet nonsense, but it is non- 
sense. Look, dear—this is my 


mother’s engagement ring. If 
you'll let me, I'll put it on your 
finger now?” 

He slipped from his watch 
chain the little ring of old green 
|} enamel, with its bands of bril 

liants and emeralds set like roses, 
and held it toward her. “It will 
just fit, I think,” he said, smil 
ing very tenderly into her scared 
eyes, where a sort of doubt 





shine. “My mother had little han 
like yours, dear.” 


HIS ring seemed to Phoebe lil 

the wonderful talisman of le 
end. Once on her hand, all tl 
world would be transformed. Sl 
sat gazing at it, her tears checke 
her heart beating wildly. She dare 
not—it would be dreadful, wicke 


ring—to let him marry her 
all the world. She dared not. Sl 
would not this wicked, wicke 
| thing—and yet, there on that brow 





do 


| palm, so lovingly extended to her, 


| lay the magic that would turn di 
honor into honor—a world of me 
ace into a world of safety. H 
wife—his wife—Owen Randolph 
wife—safe, shielded, loved, che 
ished. 
fine as a hair, began speakin 
as it were, within her brain. “You 
forget,” said this tiny, piercing 


| as 


voice—for surely it was not her- 
self thinking—‘“you forget your 


Cousin Owen does not look on such 

faults as yours as the world looks. 

Don’t you remember how kindly 
| he spoke of that poor farm girl wh 
betrayed? Yes, yes, remember tha 
doesn’t condemn such sins as the 
does. He spoke pitifully of poor J 
forgivingly. Jf he knew all he 
forgive you. 


ful, troubled hope was beginning to 


beyond words, to put on his mother’s 
her of 


Then suddenly a little voice, 











wok out 
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| to tremble with a new trembling—and was far from his heart, which felt 
suddenly the bitter tears came sore with pity, “do you mean that you 
“I can’t—I can't she whispered so wish me to go away and not come here 
low that he could not make out the any more?” 
words, And at this dire question the girl 
Owen bent over and lifted her to his started and stiffened in his arms as 
| side again though he had stabbed her. “Well, then, 
“Will you, dear?” he said, and as on’ either I must go away—for good—or you 
|} the day when she had begun to weep must tell me that you will marry me.” 


no, Cousin Owen! I 


“Oh, no couldn't 












By Mother Goose and Me 


By HERBERT QUICK 
OLOMON GRUNDY, 


Born on a Monday, 
Christened a Tuesday, 
Promised Wednesday, 
Married Thursday, 
Sickened Friday, 

Died on Saturday, 
Buried on Sunday, 
And that was the last 
Of Solomon Grundy! 
Bun day, fun day, 
Hun’ day, mun’ day — 
You and I and Solomon 

Grundy — 
Gun day, dun day, 
Up and down like tides 
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oO was 
t. He 
world 
ennie, 
would 


Why tell him to give him 


pain when he would forgive you in 
| any case?” 

On and on went this voice, and 
Pheebe listened to it like one tranced, 
her eyes upon the little ring in which 
lay salvation. And now the voice melted 
into her own thoughts: “He would for 
give me if he knew. Why should I 


hurt him Ly telling him? 


give me. He would forgive me.” 


N the wild fever and confusion ¢ 
girl’s inexperienced mind she 
looked the most vital point of all 


terrible fact that in consenting to 1 


| Owen she would be consenting to h 


| 


lief that her child would also be his. 


He would for 


f the 
over- 

the 
narry 
is be 


Yes, 


strange as it may seem to maturer minds, 


in her bewilderment and torture this 
dreadful consequence of her possible 
yielding escaped her altogether. sut 
she thought of Sally’s black, resolute 
eyes—and her heart shook within her 
Richard’s face flashed before her, and 
shame dissolved her. She threw herself 
on the ground near his feet and broke 
into a storm of sobbing 

Owen lifted her again He felt that 
the time had come to check these 
rending outbursts of emotion. “Phoebe,” 


he said, feigning a _ sternness 


that 


| Nill 
/, 
KGy 
i 





in Fundy — 
Sic transit gloria mundi! 
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Oh, I 


bear it—I couldn’t bear it! am 
so afraid again!” 

“You don’t love me, after all?” 

“Yes, yes! Oh, more than anyone 

“Then hold out your hand, sweet- 
heart.” The girl shuddered violently. 
He heard her teeth chattering in spite of 
her tightly clenched jaws. Suddenly she 
thrust out to him her little hand, shak 
ing as with palsy. He slipped the ring 
home on her finger, then kissed it softly. 


Owen went straight to Sally’s room 
when he returned to World’s-End. She 
was dressing for dinner, but said: 
“Wait a minute,” and, slipping on a 
wrapper, opened the door for him. 
He had scarcely ever before seen his 
sister with her hair down, and now the 


black, thick locks, lightly touched with 
gray, that hung about her face gave it 


an unnatural look. He came in, and, 
standing near her dressing table, took 


up one of the ivory boxes, examining the 
“nag’s head” on it though he had 
never before seen that aristocratic little 
animal. He did not believe in the theory 


as 


of softening bad news to people, and 
yet he felt that what he was about to 
tell her would be so overwhelming that 


he delayed the moment involuntarily, his 
heart beating like a boy’s about to con 
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will be a shock to yvou—but there's no 
use doling out such things. I’m going to 
be married—to Phoebe Nelson.” 

‘ALLY went white as bone. Her lips 
J parted and she stood gazing at him 
without a word. 

“I know how you must feel,” he wept 
on, beginning to walk up and down the 
room. “It's unexpected—so against 

my theories—but then I was 
never a consistent person, Sally 
you know.” He smiled at 
rather wryly, but there 
came no answering smile to 
Sally’s face. “I’ve never yet 
found an ‘ist’ or ‘ite’ or ‘ic’ that 
would label me exactly: just a 
blundering poor devil going 
at things the best way | 
knew how. Now I’ve blun- 
dered into marriage—but ] 
love Phoebe very dearly.” 

He was saying more than 
he wished and more than 
he had meant to, but Sally’s 
stark, dumfounded face 
seemed to call for some 
veil of words to cover its 
nakedness. Blank amaze- 


sO 


as 


her 


ment, rage, scorn, ruth. 
lessness, all were in her 
black, steady gaze. Her 
likeness to Richard became 


startling. 

Suddenly she sat down side- 
ways in the nearest chair, and, 
gripping its back with both 
hands till the knuckles whit- 
ened, shook back her loose hair 

and gave a short, harsh laugh. 
“Don’t—” said Owen involun- 

tarily, putting out his hand. This 

laugh struck him as dreadful. 


“Since when began Sally; 
she moistened her dry lips. “Since 
when have you felt the tender 


passion?” 
Owen went toward the door. 
“I do not understand your 
tude,” he said coldly. 


atti- 


PT°HERE had been something fero- 


cious both in that laugh and 
the sneer of her question; he felt 


that he looked on a woman he had 
never known. He had never glimpsed 
the tigress of maternity in Sally, as 
Mary had once done. That she was 
thinking of Richard and of the dark 
secret which she could not tell him, 
he knew well—but he did not real- 
ize that her chief fury lay in the 
fact of his marrying at all, not of 
his marrying the victim of Richard's 
wanton egoism. He had not yet 
taken in the full consequences that 
would result for Richard and for 
Sally herself from his marriage with 











anyone. 

But Sally had conned them over 
one by one for years. “The thing 
that she greatly feared was come 
upon her,” and she thirsted to 
strike as she had stricken. 
And yet she was as helpless as 
some spider meshed in its own 
vitals. Were she to tell him all, 
Richard's disinheritance would be doubly 
sure. Now, at least, for sheer decency’s 
sake, he would have to provide properly 
for him in his will, though the great for- 
tune which she had come to look upon 
only as a trust for Richard, temporarily 


been 


in Owen’s hands, would inevitably pass 
to the children of the latter. A blast of 
fire seemed to strike her here—it was 


Richard’s own child that would take his 
place! That child, begotten in a mo- 
ment of May madness, would have all of 
which Richard was to be dispossessed. 
For a second Sally felt that this terrible 
fire in her heart and brain was madness. 
Yet she must control herself.. All was 
irrevocably lost if did not control 
herself. 

“Wait—wait, Owen,” she stammered, 
the smile with which she tried to veil 
the look of rapacious cruelty on her face 
distorting it to a singular ugliness. “My 
joke was in bad taste—but it was only 4 
joke—I’m She swallowed. “I’m sorry 
if I offended you.” 


she 


E came back slowly. 


“I’m going to ask you,” he said, 
“not to be sarcastic with Phoebe when 
you see her.” 


A strange look flickered over Sally's 





fess some misdemeanor to a not over- face despite all her fiercely set will. 
indulgent mother. She stood looking at She rose and, taking up a brush, began 
him, a dread suspense in her eyes. She brushing out her hair so that its thick- 
was very pale. “Sally,” he said sudden- ness came between her and his cold 
ly, putting down the little box and turn look 
ing to her, “what I’m going to tell you “IT don’t think you need have said 
, Aji Mist te 
eee an _ 
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that,” she remarked, turning his request 
shrewdly against himself. “I have tried 
my poor best to be kind to the girl.” 


SHE could not have uttered Pheebe'’s 

name then though its had 
meant complete severance between her 
and Owen. 

He replied in an unmoved voice : 

“You have been very kind to her. But 
been kind to me—until 


absence 


sou have also 
to-day.” 

“It isn't like you, Owen, to harp on a 
mistaken jest and treat it like a deadly 
offense.” ; 

“T confess that I've been deeply hurt.” 

“I'm sorry.” 

“Then there’s no more to be said. We 
shall be married at once. I've spoken to 
her father. He is willing. I shall take 
Phebe abroad at once. But I'm keeping 
you from dressing.” 

; He went to the door again, 
more turned back. 

“Please do me the favor of letting me 
tell Mary of this myself.” 

“Just as you wish, of course.” 

“Thanks.” 

He went out. 


then once 


ALLY let the brush fall into her lap 

and sat staring at her own eyes in 
the mirror. The candlelight, falling from 
silver sconces on either side, deepened 
the shadows in her eye sockets and the 
fat hollow of her cheeks. She saw 
plainly the skull under her own flesh. 
And she smiled now grimly enough. It 
was fitting that a death’s-head should 
look back at her from her own face. The 
utmost calamity, short of Richard's 
death, had overtaken her. And as in a 
fiery panorama, pictures of the detest 
able future unrolled before her: visions 
of Phebe in her place, in 
Richard’s place at World's 
End—Phebe—the little, 
easily seduced country girl 
—at the head of the table 
ordering the servants re 
ceiving guests. Phoebe, no 
longer “little Phoebe Nelson,” 
but Mrs. Owen Randolph of 
World’s-End. Phoebe with a 
right to have the “nag’s 
head” on her brushes on 
her linen! Sally caught up 
the brush from her lap and 
hurled it against the wall 
with all her might. 


LITTLE sobered by her 

physical outbreak, she 
rose and began putting up 
her hair with icy, resolute 
fingers. She would not ring 
for Mirabel. She could not 
have restrained herself from 
striking had the girl made 
a blunder in her toilet. And 
as she fastened the hooks of 
her thin gown, tearing the 
delicate stuff in her nervous 
ness, she kept swimming, as 
it were, frantically round 


and round the dark pool of W 


her own thought, like some 
desperate creature fallen in 
a deep reservoir and 
ing for some means of egress 
from its steep, slippery sides. 

There must be a way of 
Stopping it. That it should 
£0 on, should accomplish it- 


seek 


self, was impossible—utterly 
impossible. She thought of 
threatening Phebe with a 


disclosure of the whole af 
fair, but then, like a rank 
bit in the mouth of a vicious 
Mare, the thought of Rich 
ard’s part in it checked her. No, but she 
would wire Richard to come back at once 
—better, far better, that Richard should 
marry the little fool than that she should 
become Owen’s wife. But no aguin, it 
Was not Phebe, but she, she who had 
Played the fool! How easily she had 
been duped by the girl’s sham of soft, 
And all the time, all the 
time that crafty little wretch, so seem- 
ingly childlike and pliable, had held to 
her sly purpose with a will of iron—the 
determination to play upon one man 
With a cunning learned from her experi 


listless misery ! 


ence with another, and this time to 
Make sure that marriage, not a mere 
fleeting moment of lawless pleasure, 


Should be the outcome! “Oh, I did well 
to distrust that bold, red mouth of 
hers!” she thought. And in her angry, 
distorted imagination poor Phebe fig 
ured as a young Delilah. 

“He will rue it.” she thought savagely. 


I, err 


How we curbed the wrath of the sea 


Our new mistress has yellow eyes, 


We call her Beauty, we praise her 


‘Oh, he will rue it to the bitter end, if 
he marries her! She will drag his name 
in the dust. She will take the next lover 


that she fancies, and the next and the 
next!” 
Then suddenly she felt a deep sense 


resentment at 
Pheebe's 


of injury, of wrathful 
what she chose to term 
ingratitude.” 


“base 


ES, she really thought of Phaebe’s con 

sent to marry Owen as an act of the 
blackest ingratitude to her, Sally, when 
she had done all in her power to shield 
the girl, had promised her safety, had 
even promised that Richard = should 
marry her. But it must be stopped. She 
would tell Mary everything, and to 
gether they could surely think of some 
plan to this monstrous marriage. 
Yet, no—she could not confide in Mary. 
Mary had never understood or rightly 
valued Richard. It was the one flaw 
in their relations with each other. Be 


stop 


sides, Phoebe was Mary's first cousin. 
Then, too, she could not run the risk 
of Mary’s telling Owen. Mary had 


such strange ideas of candor and the 
perfect frankness demanded by friend- 
ship. But what to do? Any action 
must be quick, immediate. Why, they 


might be going to be married to-morrow 
' 


or the next day! 


Coe heart seemed to faint in her 
) breast at this thought. If she had 
only a mouthful of brandy—but she could 
not endure the thought of Mirabel fuss 
ing about her. She snatched up her bot 
tle of German cologne from the dressing 
table and took a quick gulp. The fiery, 
scented stuff almost strangled her. She 


coughed, gasping for breath, and tears of 
pain ran down her face. 


Then the hot 





The Forgotten Things 


Ry ETHEL TALBOT SCHEFFAUER 


Drawing by Charles R. Harley 


E have forgotten our friends 
the stars 
And our mother the moon, 


How the north wind under the stars 


Danced to a scrannel tune. 


‘e have forgotten our love the sea 


And our neighbor the earth; 


With our spoils of death and birth. 


Long fingers quick to hold; 


eyes, 
Her name is Gold. 





liquid bit 
revived. It 
had read of a woman's drinking cologne 


into her stomach She felt 
was in some novel that she 


It was true then—that it had the effect 
of brandy. And it struck her as odd 
that something read in a novel should 
prove of practical use. 

Gathering her thoughts together, as 
she would have gathered a wind 
tossed cloak, she went down to the 


“rose room.” 


WEN was standing by the open win 

dow dressed for dinner. They went 

side by side, in silence, out into the west 

portico, where breakfast and dinner were 

always served at World’s-End during the 
summer and late spring. 

The cologne, or possibly her own fiery 


will, had certainly steadied Sally's 
nerves. 

She said quite naturally as they sat 
down 
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“T suppose the old gentleman is de 
lighted?” 

“Iie is pleased, I think,” said Owen 
“IT fancy that he has worried a great | 
deal about what Phebe’s fate would be 
when he died—and he has a liking 


for me.” 

“He would have, of 
been awfully good to them both.” 

“I'm very fond of them both.” 

“How long will the engagement be?” 

We shall be married next Monday, and 
take Wednesday's steamer for Havre.” 


course You've 


PTCHIS “we” was like the sting of a whip | 
to Sally. “Happy’s the wooing that’s 
not long a-doing,” she could not refrain 
from quoting, but she looked down at her 
plate as she said it, so that Owen could 
not see the flare of malice in her black 
eyes. He said nothing, however, and 
presently she took up the dropped thread 
again. 
“How will she manage about a 
ding gown at such short notice?’ 
“There isn't to be any wedding gown. 
Phabe prefers not to have one, and I 


wed- 


in the (} 
wortp / 


by S. S. Victoria Luise (17,000 
tons) during January, February, 
March 
16 to 27 days. Cost $145-$175 
up. Including side trip on the 
Canal. 





prefer it, too.” 

“Oh—!" breathed Sally. “That seems 
a pity, doesn't it?” she added, softening 
the veiled sneer of this “Oh,” which she 
had not been able to repress. 

“No. I don’t think so. 
loathed weddings and everything con 
nected with them. A _ bullfight 
barbarous a spectacle as a wedding—in 
my eyes at least.” 

“Yes—it does seem strange—for you 
Sally let her words trail off and sat gaz 
ing thoughtfully to where the Green 
Flower made a shining loop at the foot 
of the rose garden. The evening star 
hung, like a great daffodil of fire, just 
above the languid blue of the far hills. 

Owen winced as she had 
meant him to. 


I've always 


isn’t so 


. “Of course, the difference 
in our ages will make it 
° ’ seem a sad mistake to many 
people,” he said. “My only 
* , + excuse is that the child is 
fond of me, and I believe 

: that I can make her happy 
P 5» ts despite my extreme age,” he 
° added with a rather ironical 

a ; smile. 

en Sally did not like this 
<a smile. Men are not ironical 
—= over their own actions un 
= less they are very sure of 
them. She sought in her 


mental armory for a subtler 
weapon. 
“T wonder what dear Mary 
\ will say?” she then 
aloud. “How often she has 
told me what a pity it was 
} that you had never married. 
She said that she was afraid 
you never would now. And 
then to find that you’ve 
fallen in love with a slip of 
a girl—I do think Mary will 
be astonished, don’t you?” 
( “Very likely,” said Owen 
j dryly. The shaft had 
home as neatly as she could 
have wished. 


gone 


HEN Sally, in her hun- 
gry desire to wound, 
made a serious blunder. 
“Do you know,” she said 
thoughtfully, leaning her 
head on one thin hand with 
its heavy stones of green agd 
red and black-blue, and play- 
ing with the spray of “Citron 
Alis” from her finger bowl— 
“do you know I once thought 
that she and Richard might 


have a love affair?” 
Cwen had always felt that a certain 
fiber of coarseness in Sally struck 


through in moments of temper, but this 
passed all bounds. That she should link 
those names together before him seemed 
the greatest breach of all decency of 
soul that he had ever known He was 
afraid to look at her, for fear that some 
of his cold disgust should find its way 
into his eves. 

Sally herself was frightened when she 
had spoken. 

“If he should 
chance he would 


ever find out by any 
never forgive me that 
speech,” she told herself. And she re 
membered the saying: “Beware of the 
wrath of a patient man.” 


ARY’S coming 

brother and 
they were in the great, 
the shadow of 


was a relief to the 
fixed there as 
lonely house with 
misunderstanding 


sister, 


and 
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by Steamships Cincinnati and Cleve- 
land. 
braltar, Naples and Genoa. 
SERVICE by superb steamers of the 


S. S. Cleveland (17,000 tons). 
tion 135 days. 


\ Hamburg-American Line, / 







CRUISES 


WEST-INDIES— 
PANAMA CANAL 


and April. Duration 


ATLAS SERVICE 


Weekly sailings to Cuba, Jamaica and 
the Panama Canal, Hayti, Colombia, 


Costa Rica, Nicaragua, by new, fast 


l'win-Screw Steamers. 


MEDITERRANEAN 
SERVICE 
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Madeira, Gi- 
NILE 


Ports of call: 


Hamburg and Anglo-American Nile 


Company 


1915—Around the World, 
through Panama Canal 


From New York January 31, 1915, by 
Dura- 
Rates $900 up, in 
cluding shore trips and all necessary 


expenses. 








Write for information, 
stating cruise. 


y 
\ 41-45 Broadway, New York 
Philadelphia Boston 
Pittsburgh Chicago 
Minneapolis 
New Orleans 
San Francisco 
St. Louis 











For Youn?, Men 
About Town 


The best kind of hot drink— 


Bouillon. 


And the best bouillon is made by 
droppin?, an Armour's Bouillon 
Cube into a cup of hot water. 


Beef and vegetable flavor come 
bined with the correct seasoning. 


Buffets, Drug Stores and Grocers everywhere. 


For Free Samples, Address Dept. 539. 
Armour and Company, Chicago. 
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All the 


world over— 


in cottage 
and mansion— 
millions of moth- 
ers, every morn- 
ing, serve Quaker 
Oats to children. 


Not ordinary oats. 
They want richness 
and flavor. They are 
teaching their chil- 
dren the love of oatmeal. 

So legions of these mothers send thousands 
of miles—over lands and seas and deserts—to 
get luscious Quaker Oats. 


OVCTS 


of oats, of ev- 


ery race and 
clime, now send 
here for Quaker. 
Even Scotland 
sends here for the 


utmost in oatmeal. 


Not a country on 
earth produces oat 
food to compare with 
it, as evidenced by this world-wide demand. 

Last year—because of this Havor—folks con- 
sumed a thousand million dishes of delicious 
Quaker Oats. 


Quaker Oats 


Just the Big, Luscious Flakes 
Just the Cream of the Oats 





That is what it means, when 
you order oatmeal, to specify 
Quaker Oats. You get no puny 
grains, no poorly-flavored 


The reason for all is this: 

Quaker Oats consists of just 
the rich, plump grains. From 
a bushel of choice oats we get 


but ten pounds of Quaker. All flakes. And you never will in 
but the best are discarded. Quaker. 

These choice grains have the . 7 
flavor. They make big, deli- Regular Size 
cious flakes. And our process package, 10c 


keeps the flavor intact. 
Family Size 
package, for 
smaller cities 
and country 
trade, 25c. 

Except in Far 
West and South. 


All oats produce vim. All 
are energy with which 
nothing else compares. 

Sut Quaker Oats are also 
delightful. Children enjoy the 
flavor. They are always want- 
ing more. 


The Quaker Qals ©mpany eo. 


Sole Makers on every package 
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wounded feeling between them Some 
thing sweet and briary fresh as of whole 
some airs blowing over an old-time gar 
den filled with rue, and rosemary, and 
thyme, was brought with Mary’s atmos 
phere. The little dance in her gray eyes 
was as refreshing as the dance on run 
ning water when one goes for a dip 


|after a sultry day. 








| my eye. 





Sally kissed her with a sense of grati 
tude for her presence that was almost 
humble for Sally. 


WEN took both her hands and held 
O them so tight that her rings bit, but 
she did not wince. 

“Mary,” said Sally, and she told the 
truth, “I was never so glad to see any 
one in my life!” 

“Mary,” said Owen, “I didn’t think 1 
could get fonder of you, but at this mo- 
ment I realize that my affection has 
grown since you stepped from the car 
riage.” 

“You dear things,” said Mary; “I've 
missed you both dreadfully. You make 
me feel just as though I were coming to 
my very own home.” 

“It is your very own home,” said Sally 
and Owen in the same breath. Then all 
three laughed. 

“T never heard you and Sally so unani- 
mous,” said Mary. “Have you been 
quarreling that you're so desperately 
glad to see me?” 

And though she did not show it, some- 
thing in the air of both told her that 
she had unwittingly struck a very large 
nail directly upon the head. 

After tea in the west portico, Sally lay 
down in a Madeira chair on the lawn, 
and Owen took Mary for a stroll by the 
Green-Flower. 

“Or,” he said as they reached the 
creeper-laced bank near the boathouse, 
“shall I punt you up to the weir?” 

“Please,” said Mary. 

She lay back on the red cushions, 
watching his tall figure at the pole, and 
it seemed to her that her happiness was 
very great in just loving him as she did. 


WEN’S voice roused her, saying: 

“Mary, dear—I’ve something rather 
startli.g to tell you. Be good to me. I 
shrink from telling you, Mary—but at 
least you won't misunderstand. You 
never do that. Only—” 

“Suppose we drift while you tell me,” 
she said, smiling at him, and to herself 
she said: “Richard.” She could not ac- 
count for a certain doubtful, troubled 
look in his eyes, save by that one word. 
So often she had seen that look in his 
eyes when he puzzled over the problem 
of Richard. 

He came and sat near her, and the 
anxiety in his dark, eager face made her 
long to comfort him. 

“Is it Richard?” she asked. 

He flushed deeply, but said: “It’s my 
self, Mary.” Now, how would those 
kind, familiar eyes look at him when he 
had told her? 

“Mary,” he said, gazing at her anx- 
iously, almost beseechingly, “I—I am 
going to be married, and to some one 
you know 

He broke off as if waiting for her to 
help him. It seemed to Mary that life 
stopped short, while she, the tossed 
rider, went spinning on into vacancy. 
Somewhere out of a great void she heard 
her voice saying: 

“To some one I know?” 


HE felt that her eyes looked blind. 
Putting up her handkerchief to them, 
she said again: “Forgive me, Owen—it 
isn’t lack of sympathy—it’s a gnat—in 
It stings like fire.” 
“Poor Mary! Then that blank stare 
wasn’t for me? Can I help get him out?” 
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“No, thanks,” said Mary, her handker 
chief still to her eyes. “I think he 
drowned by now a 


YHE thought it very strange that she 
\ could sit there, talking in such a calm 
voice, while her breast felt squeezed tp. 
gether by that shrewd pain. 

“Some one I know?” she said agaip, 
“You must tell me. I can’t think of any. 
one,” : 

He blushed hotly again, looking away 
from her. “It’s your own little kins. 
woman—Phbe,” he said in a low yoiee. 

“Phabe! Phoebe Nelson? That—" 

Mary had been going to say “that 
child,” but she broke off, a new paip 
mixing with the old. 

And Owen was thinking: “Mary has 
heard me speak so often against such 
marriages. But it hurts more than ] 
had dreaded it would.” 

“How queer life is—” Mary was gay. 
ing thoughtfully. “Do you remember the 
day we took tea at Sherry’s, and I talked 
to you of Phabe—?” 

She stopped. The mocking irony of 
fate had never so come home to her. She 
had sent him to Nelson's Gift herself. 
It was she who had brought them to. 
gether. 

“Yes, I remember,” said Owen slowly; 
“I saw Phoebe for the first time when I 
rode over with your parcel.” He turned 
full to her. “Mary 

“Yes, Owen?” 

“Phoebe has been very ill. I'm going 
to take her away as soon as possible.” 


NEW pang for Mary. The marriage 
was to take place quickly then. 

“T love her dearly, Mary.” 

“TI know that. Did you fancy I could 
think you would marry anyone that you 
didn’t love?” 

“No. But We've talked of such 
things so often. It’s such a volte-face—" 

“Theories are just flimsy rags in life's 
hands, dear Owen.” 

Her eyes shone very kindly on him 
now, and he felt a drawing in his throat 
that had he been a woman would have 
meant tears. 

“T think,” he said, 
the fringed end of a 
blown across his wrist in the light 
breeze—"“I think that she'll be happy 
with me in spite of—of the difference—" 

“And you, Owen—what about your hap- 
piness?” said Mary, speaking sharply for 
the first time. He started, glancing quick- 
ly at her. Then he knew that he must 
pull himself together if he did not wish 
her astute instinct to get on too close a 
trail. His smile came very naturally 

“When you see her—even now after 
her illness—I don’t think you'll worry 
about my happiness, Mary dear.” 

“Is she so lovely?” 

“Winning and lovable in every way. 
Sut you'll see for yourself. I've prom- 
ised to take you there to-morrow.” 


looking down at 
ribbon which had 


ARY winced. A little human sting 
of unreasoning anger shot through 
her pain. 
“If you don’t mind, I'd rather have one 
quiet day at World’s-End first,” she said. 
His dashed expression hurt her so that 
she cried repentantly the next instant: 
“I'm a selfish pig! Of course I'll go 
-I really want to see little Phoebe, and 
especially now.” 
His face brightened like a boy's. 
“You couldn't be selfish if you tried,” 
he said, and, reaching over, gave her 
hand a warm squeeze. “She hasn't any 
mother, as you know, and she’s a little 
in awe of Sally. A girl 
woman to be good to her at such a time.” 
Again Mary winced. Really, she was not 
quite old enough to be Phoebe’s mother. 


needs some 


(To be continued nert week) 
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A Man of Utah 


Concluded from page 6 


problems sore to the point of suppura- 
tion, because no way can be found to 
control the railroads for the public good. 


HE IS A PROGRESSIVE NOW 


ERHAPS this in part explains the 

movement to nominate Love for Goy- 
ernor on the Republican ticket in 1912 
Dut before it could come to issue the 
Progressive party was born and Love 
went into that. His friend, Nephi L. 
Morris, was the choice of the Progres 
sives for Governor, and Love campaigned 
beside him as candidate for Congressman 
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at large. Both these men are Mormons, 
but, despite the frownings of the first 
president, who is a Republican of Repub- 
licans, they with the rest of the ticket 
conducted a humming campaign, landing 
their party a very good third in one of 
the only two States in the Union whieh 
found a verdict for the Republican 
party. 

As for this man of Utah and the fu 
ture—well, I leave that to the future 
He seems to me to have done his every 
day duty in the past as an Everyday 
American should. 
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A Protector of Presidents 


By LABERT 


F James Sloan, Jr., address White 
] House, Washington, D. C., would ae 

cept the offers Chautauqua managers 
have made him to talk, he might add 
materially to his bank account. But he 
will not do it. The trouble is they want 
him to tell about his experiences as per 
sonal protector of the last three Presi 
dents of the United States—Roosevelt, 
Taft, and Wilson; and on this subject 
he is a word miser. 

Now, if they would select baseball, the 
weather, or something like that for dis 
cussion, he would gladly consider any 
fair offer. On such topics he converses 
ably and affably. Of living first men of 
the nation he probably knows more and 
says less than any man in this country. 

Wherever the President has been dur 
ing his term of office in the last eleven 
years, at work or play, on land or sea, 
afoot or horseback, Sloan generally has 
been at his elbow. Yet few people know 
him by sight, for his job is to be alert 
always but never noticeable and to keep 
his eyes open and his mouth shut. In 
Washington's official circles, where he is 
best known, he is “Jimmie” Sloan, able 
bodied gentleman 


A WORKINGMAN 


HEN I learned—not from him 
that he had received flattering 
offers for lectures, I asked him why he 
did not accept. He grinned, and said: 
“It’s not for me; I'm a workingman.” 
That explains why Sloan has made so 
good on his job that three Presidents 
have retained him without asking his 
polities. He knows his work and he 
likes it. He is a born protector. His 
father before him was sheriff of Ver 
milion County, Ill, and when he died 
he was in the employ of a railroad as a 
special officer. A brother, Henry, was a 
deputy sheriff and, later, in the Illinois 
State fire marshal's office, he made an 
enviable record, The first time I ever 
saw Sloan was back in 1899 out in Dan 
ville, Ill. He was a deputy sheriff, but 
wore only a small star 


WEARS NO REGALIA 


\ ITHIN three years I began to read 

in the newspapers that Sloan had 
reached the White House, via the Secret 
Service, so I just naturally had to brag 
around our town about seeing him face 
to face once. Something told me then 
that Sloan no longer was lacking in re 
galia. I usually pictured him as being 
dressed like a military aid with a sword 
swinging around when he walked and 
making his left leg all black and blue. 
Again, when I reflected that he really 
was a high-grade detective, it occurred 
to me that possibly he had six or eight 
sets of false whiskers to help keep his 
identity secret so that he could slip into 
anarchists’ meetings and learn their plans 

Time came when I saw him on duty in 
the White House and I never was more 


surprised. I asked for Sloan and he 
Was pointed out right away. He sat 
just outside the VPresident’s office, and 


he was dressed like a business man 
rather than a soldier or a Hawkshaw 
He was the best tailored and best 
groomed man in sight. If he wore a 
star, I did not see it. 

JOB KEEPS HIM BUSY 
PRESLDENT’S protector does not 
work union hours. When the lresi 

dent leaves the White House, it is 
Sloan’s duty to go with him. 


There are other Secret Service men 


ST. CLAIR 

detailed to the executive offices, but 
Sloan is the chief of staff and per 
sonal bodyguard. Many times he works 
every 
part of the night automobile 
riding with the President, or at a thea 
tre—which Tresident Wilson attends 
frequently —and again is on duty on 
Sunday. He seldom is more than a few 
feet away from the President in public. 
very move made by the Executive and 
those about him is noted carefully by 
his bodyguard. 


spends 


HE WATCHES YOUR HANDS 


YLOAN’S life under President Wilson is 
YY quiet compared to what it was under 
Colonel Roosevelt. Because Sloan was 
of the athletic type, the Colonel ad- 
mired him greatly and they were boon 
companions. It was nothing unusual to 
see them trudging around Washington 
in the rain late at night, or galloping 
over the hills in the daytime. Under 
President Taft life for Sloan was 
less strenuous, though he walked many 
miles across golf links. 

Until after President McKinley was 
shot, the President never had a personal 
bodyguard. Then came Sloan and others 
and systematic protection 
will be able to approach another Presi 
dent as did Czolgoz. He carried a re 
volver wrapped in a handkerchief. Every 
man who now approaches a President 
must have both hands in plain view. 


No man ever 


HAS BIG “CRANK” LIST 


YLOAN indexes every threatening let 
) ter mailed to the President. He also 
reads the papers carefully for news about 
cranks, and knows many of them by 
sight. So when the Dresident 
Washington for another city the “crank 
list” isseanned and if any of them are in 
his path they are watched carefully. 

Occasionally one visits the White House, 
but none ever has reached a resident 
there If a crank leaves this country, 
the State Department keeps track of him 
in foreign lands. A man who had 
threatened Colonel Roosevelt was kept 
under arrest throughout the time the 
former President was in Panama in 1906, 

Guarding a VDresident on the road is 
much more difficult than protecting him 
at home. Before a trip is begun, every 
detail is known to Sloan. 
Secret Service men, or 
inspectors, are sent on ahead to make ar 


leaves 


even 


rangements and report back to Wash- 
ington. The detailed plan for every 


ineeting or banquet is written out so 
there can be no deviation from it. This 
is necessary, for local committees have 
a habit of turning all the orators loose 
when the l’resident is in town, and it’s 
a poor speaker, indeed, who cannot talk 
for an hour with the 
audience. So Sloan and kis mates guard 


President as an 





week day at the office and then | 





One or more | 
post oflice | 


the President against verbal as well as | 


physical violence. On the road 
bodyguards are always with the President 
If he has a private car, Sloan sleeps in it 
and other men guard the entrances 


several 


ALWAYS IN TRAINING 


YLOAN never has had any serious dif- 
WY fticulty while guarding Vresidents. Of 
armed, but only the 
gravest dunger would cause him to draw a 
gun. He prefers nature's 
fists. He trains constantly to keep himself 
in perfect physical condition, and although 


course he 


goes 


weapons—his 


he weighs only 170 pounds and has a} 1 


gentle voice and a broad smile, he car 
ries a knockout punch in either hand 
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Sloan is seen in the lower right hand corner, facing the President 
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“The lips that touch Welch's 
are all that touch mine!” 


on, the happiest 
toasts are pledged 
in Welch's 


Each year more “* come 
to know Welch's. Its popu- 
larity rests upon its quality. 










Its quality begins with the grapes—the 
finest Concords of the great Chautau- 
qua belt—and is secured for you by the 
clean, sanitary, exact VVelch process 
of pressing the grapes and hermetically 

sealing the juice. Nothing is added. 
You get Nature’s best in Welch’s. 


You should know 


Welch's 


“Che National Drink” 
Men drink Welch’s in their clubs, in cafes and 


while traveling. It is a fountain favorite for all. 
Women serve it at formal and informal affairs. 
Children love it at their parties and on all occasions. 


Try this “New Welch Rarebit” 


Here is the winning recipe in the “New Welch Rare- 
bit’ contest announced some months ago. 
| pint Welch's Grape Juice 
3 tablespoonfuls rice 
V4 teaspoonful salt 
I quart freshly roasted peanuts 
Wash the rice in several waters, then boil it in boiling salted 
water for seven minutes; drain and cover with Welch’s 
Grape Juice and cook slowly until tender, Shake the pan 
occasionally to prevent burning. Cool the rice, grind the 
peanuts, and whip up the cream. Arrange some crisp let- 
tuce leaves on a dainty platter, then add the rice and the 
peanuts mixed with cheese. Use cream cheese that comes 
in foil packages. Cover with the whipped cream. 


Welch’s Punch—a holiday favorite 


For a dainty, unfermented punch, take the juice of 
three lemons, juice of one orange. One pint of 
Welch’s Grape Juice, one quart of water and 
one cup of sugar. ‘ Add sliced oranges and pine- 
apple and serve cold. This punch has become 
a standard of excellence. 





4 tablespoonfuls grated cream cheese, 
American or imported 

¥% pint whipped cream 

Crisp lettuce leaves 


Do more than ask for “Grape Juice’ — 


say VWVELCH’S and GET IT! 


If unable to get Welch’s of your dealer, 
we will ship a trial dozen pints for $3, 
express prepaid east of Omaha. Sample 
4-0z. bottle by mail 10 cents. Booklet of 
recipes free. 


TheWelch Grape Juice 


: Company 
ed Westfield  - , New York 
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Donchester 


an ARROW 
yening Shirt 


\ \ YITH pique or plain patented bosoms 

put on the body of the shirt in 
such a way that no matter what position 
the wearer may assume, the bosom re- 
mains flat and in its place. $2.00 and up. 


CLUETT, PEABODY & CO., Inc., Makers of Arrow Collars, TROY. N.Y. 


ALTNA-IZED? 




















SAFETY FIRST 


But Protection All The Time 


S YOU LOOK at a piece of railroad track its condition 
may seem to you perfect but these men are trained to 
discover hidden defects and take timely precautions 

to remedy them. 


So as you look ahead at the road to “the to-morrow,” it 
may look safe but the expert knows that your chances of 
accidental injury and death are so many that along with 
every precaution for safety you need protection all the time. 
The Accident Department of the A2tna Life Insurance Co. 
of Hartford, Conn. is the expert which knows about these 
hidden dangers of life. 


Etna Accident Policies give this constant protection, against 
those hazards which every man runs every day. 


Send at once for information about /Etna Accident Policies. 


Etna Life Insurance Co. (Drawer 1341) Hartford, Conn. 
1 am uader 65 years of aze and in good health. Tell me about ETNA Accident Insurance. 


My name, business address and occupation are written below. 
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New York, N. Y. 
HAVE not missed an issue of COLLIER’s 
in the last two years, and I have just 
about come to believe that CoLLrEr’s 
editorials are the clearest at setting 
forth the problems that we have—the 
kernel of things, and... the truth ab- 

sclutely unbiased. M. F. Gorpon. 

+ 

ANTWERP, BELGIUM. 

CoLuier’s WEEKLY contains stories 
these days of praiseworthy character. 

To an art student away from home 
and country—it fills the little spare 
moments with joyful reading—purely 
American. 

Not only for its fiction, the politics 
at home, but for its news of all the 
world do I prefer it; even here, to any 
other. JOHN GOOSSENS. 





BEAUMONT, TEX. 
Your recent paragraph on early Christ- 
mas shopping was all right, only don’t 
lay all the blame on the purchasing 
| public, because one of the most powerful 
| contributory factors to last-minute buy- 
ing is the fact that as a general thing 
| the earlier you shop the more you pay. 
The observations of a good many 
years convince me that it is against 
human nature, male or female, to resist 
a bargain; and so long as we have a slid 
ing scale of prices touching its lowest 
point, especially on the cheap stuffs that 
have the largest sales, just before the 
Christmas Eve closing, the great ma 
jority of us, who must stretch every 
dollar to gossamer tenuity, will wait 
for prices to hit the bottom figure be- 

fore stocking up on Christmas goods. 

BeSSIE FALLS MARBLE. 

+ 
For the benefit of our readers we re 
print elsewhere the comments of CoL- 
LIER’S WEEKLY. Its views are those of 
a great independent journal of proved 
progressiveness and absolute freedom 
from sinister influences.—Omaha (Neb.) 
World-Herald. 


+ 
DEXTER, Mo. 


I have read your inimitable Weekly 
for years, have paid ten cents a copy for 
it, have been agent for it, and am now a 
paid subscriber for it and am paid a 
year or two ahead now. I am rearing 
two fine COLLIER’Ss WEEKLY. 
Only thing about it I don’t like is they 
fight to see which reads it first when it 
comes, and I can’t blame ’em. 

EDWARD R. CROWE. 


sons on 


RockForp, ILL. 
Couurer’s strikes right at the heart of 
things. Its clean-cut presentation of 
facts, fearless arraignment of graft and 
sham and fallacy, its searching insight 
into the vital points of polities and poli 
cies well merit its position of The Na 
tional Weekly. Men of stamina to fear 
lessly back up honest convictions of 
right and public justice have the respect 
and admiration of all true Americans. 
DD. LESLIE CASH. 
+ 
Honest Mark Sullivan, our esteemed 
contemporary and fellow reformer, who 
seizes traitorous Senators by the scruff 
with one hand and with the other swings 
a corrective big stick in the face of a per- 
verse generation.—Fort Worth (Tex.) 
Star-Telegram, 
+ 
I just want to inquire why you waste 
such stuff as 





| valuable space printing 

“McGlew Shows Ann.” Was the “story” ac 
cepted because the author’s name was 
Connolly? No Irishman that ever came 
| trom the Hawaiian Islands could be 
| guilty of the Irish brogue that Connolly 
|puts in the mouth of MeGlew. For 
Heaven's sake, if you must print Irish 
| dialect stories, try to establish some 
other qualification than an Irish name 


| for an inane author. It’s a dangerous 
| business, anyway, dialect 
| stories. We in Indiana know it. Just 
think of what we have to put up with in 
hearing Riley’s Hoosier dialect rot. 
Don’t do it again. 


selecting 


TEIRNE FREHENE. 


+ 
Since Co.iirer’s has adopted the “holier 
than thou” pose, it only itself 
more ridiculous in the eyes of sensible 
| persons who know it as the worst five 
worth in the range of periodical 
In the matter of giving solid 


makes 





| cents’ 
literature. 
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authentic information to its readers, 
COLLIER’s has all the engaging propensi- 
ties of the traditional gold-brick.—Bep. 
erages (Incorporating Liquor Trades 
Gazette) New York. 

+ 

The editor of CoLiieR’s WEEKLY, 
bitter enemy of the liquor traffic, is al 
fussed up because Montana is said to be 
one of the wettest States in the Union. 
He rattles around in his chair like q 
mustard seed in a ten-acre lot and 
froths at the mouth like a mad dog be- 
cause Montana enjoys such a proud dis- 
tinction. Why is he thus perturbed? Re- 
cause he’s narrow. 

That’s why the driveling opinion of the 
editor with a starved, pinched, shriveled, 
and narrow soul has no effect upon pub- 
lic welfare in Montana. Montana is as 
far ahead of CoLireR’s as Wilson was 
ahead of Taft at the last election, and 
that’s some distance.—Butte (Mont.) 
National Forum. 


+ 


Los ANGELES, CAL. 
I have almost felt it a duty to write 
you of my sincere and earnest appreci- 


ation of your attitude on the Patent 
Medicine and Liquor questions. 
Dr. WM. C. CLARK. 


+ 
CANANDAIGUA, N. Y. 
I like Conurer’s fine, but what riles 
me is that you “haven’t room” for stage 
or books—but devote a whole page to 
something called “Pickups and Puts”! 
whatever that is. O. A. WILLIAMSON. 
+ 
As long as Mark Sullivan 
COLLIER’S, people will read it. 
cisco (Cal.) Star. 


writes for 
-San Fran- 


+ 
We shovld almost as lief be Presi- 
dent, busy as we are at other and more 
important things, than to be as right as 
COLLIER’S WEEKLY always thinks it is.— 
Indianapolis (Ind.) Star. 
+ 
COLLIER’S WEEKLY confesses that it has 
not missed a political prophecy in six 
yeirs. The place for that run of luck 
was Monte Carlo.—Columbia (S. C.) 
Ntates. 
+ 
COLLIER’S WEEKLY has introduced a 
much-needed journalistic reform. It ad- 
mits that not all women who get in the 
news are “handsome” or “beautiful” by 
beginning an article thus: “A reasonably 
good-looking young woman is hurt in a 
midnight automobile accident.” Such 
conservatism, however, need not affect 


Virginia, where all young women are 
unreasonably good-looking. Richmond 


(Va.) Times-Dispatch. 
+ 
Mark Sullivan—the Democratic editor 
of CoLiierR’s WerEKLY.—Grand Rapids 
(Mich.) Herald. 


St. Louris, Mo. 
I have just read your last issue, and 
it seems to be a renaissance of old times, 


especially that article on the Niagara 
and the new dreadnought. 
B. D. M. Eaton. 


+ 
McMEcHEN, W. VA. 

I wish to convey through your office 
my high regard of CoLurer’s WEEKLY. 
My subscription had almost expired, but 
when those spicy, up-to-date short stories 
by Sir A. Conan Doyle began to appear my 
hand automatically began to “fish” for 
another year’s subscription. Hurrah for 
CoLuier’s! Always on the “square,” un 
afraid, unbiased, and unmasked! A 
weekly of which any true American can 
say with pride: “Our Paper.” Regards 
for future success. A. B. WESTFALL. 

+ 

It seems that a passion for political 
reform is incompatible with successful 
cultivation of intellectual honesty. From 
Roosevelt to Rowell, from CoLirer’s to 


the Fresno “Republican,” the reformer 
is true to type—San Francisco (Cal.) 
Town Talk. 


+ 
CONNELLSVILLE, PA 
I cannot forego the opportunity of tell 
ing you that I enjoy CoLurer’s very much 





every week, especially Mark Sullivan’s 
“Comment on Congress” and the edi 
torials. J. L. KEFFER. 
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WIN or 
LOSE? 


This Shot 
Decides 


Often, at the most criti- 
cal point of the game, an 
awkward situation can be 
solved only by the 
utmost delicacy of 
touch, accuracy 
of hand and eye 
and steadiness of 


BURROWES 


Billiard and Pool Table 


In Your Own Home 


It can be set on library or dining-room table 
or mounted on its own legs or compactly folding 
stand. Sizes range up to 4'2x9 feet (standard), 


each size exactly correct in proportions and 
adapted to the most expert Mas The most 
delicate shots, calling for skill of the highest 


type, can be executed with the utmost precision. 


$1° DOWN 


Prices are from $15 up, on terms of $1 or more down 
(depending on size and style) and a small amount each 
month. Full playing equipment free 

FREE TRIAL NO RED TAPE. On ececeipt of 
first installment, we will ship table. Play on it one week 
If unsatisfactory return it, and on its receipt we will refund 
your deposit. This insures a free trial. Send to-day for 
illustrated catalogue giving prices, terms of payment, etc 


E. T. BURROWES CO., 414 Center St., Portland, Me. 
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ATCO" REBUILT AUTOS 400 


GINALLY PRICED UP TO34500 


EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS | 950 


Shipped to any address in the United States. 
Send for 1914 96-page catalog of 
touring cars, roadsters and trucks 
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Lights, "F ally 

|, Ageney Territory Open. 


OUR rat ee ye PLAN 


5926 Center Ave., Pitts Ave., Pitsbargh, Pi Pa. 
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178 W. Washington Street, Chieago, Lil. 
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COLLIER’S 


Washington Bureau will furnish to 
Collier readers a wealth of information 
on any subject for which Washington is 
headquarters 


This service is of inestimable value to 
manufacturers, retail 


ers; to doctors and teachers 


wholesaler s and 


lawyers, 





In a word, to business and professional 
men in all walks of life 

Make of Washington office. 
Write us upon any subje ct about which 
you have 


use our 


reason to be lie ve we can 
be of he Ip. Write us as often as you 
like. No charge to the subscribers of 
Collier's 


Collier’s Washington Bureau 
901-902 Munsey Building 
Washington, D. C. 
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Average Man’s 
Politics 


An . 
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UG 
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WASHINGTON, 1D. C 
To THE Eprror oF CoLLier’s (A really 


National Weekly). 
time I have 


SOR some 
patiently for Mark Sullivan's prog 


nostications relative to the present 
status of the several political parties, 
I was interested in the cur 
rent To a certain 
extent a sort of barom 
to me to political 
conditions Hiis this Future of 
the larties,” I believe, to be a 
little lacking in definiteness of predic 
tion, probably purposely so. I, there 
fore, presume to supplement the same by 
offering an everyday American's views 
Here are actual footprints on the 
sands of time: There are to-day no prin 
ciples of national import whatever afford 


been watching 


SO 
especially 
of 

Sullivan 


when it 


issue COLLIER’S 
acts as 
eter comes 
week's 


however, 


some 


ing tothe Republican party a basis of ap 
peal for support from the voter; the G,. ©. 
| I’.’s grip holds only those who are last to 





recognize when doctrines become outgrown 
There is not to-day, nor has there been 
since the election, any general organized 
attempt on the part of so-called Progres 
sives to return to the Republican party 


Hike only indication that a rebinding 
of the elements of the Republican 
party is desirable has emanated from old 


G. O. P. warhorses, and a few men like 
Cummins, Borah, and Hadley, still in 
the Republican party through preference 
or expediency (many think the latter), 
but yet remaining on the fence! 

Lately the Republican National Com 
mittee has been in session, and just when 
it “looked as if the skids were 
and the new reapportionment plan was 
likely to slide through,” member of 
this committee, Howell from Nebraska, 
stands up and thunders that the 
committee is handing the country a gold 
brick and a fraud. And he claims fur 
ther that the country is inspecting its 
bricks closely nowadays and would not 
accept this one. “The country,” he urged, 
“will say, if you adopt this plan, that you 
to national convention 


greased 


one 


alone 


refused call a 


which would have given relief, in order 
that you might adopt this plan which 
does not give the relief.” 

Reverting to friend Sullivan: 

The reason there is to-day no anti 
Administration party is because people 


are becoming less and less partisan, and 
l’rogressives have that fairness 
that makes them want to see a good man 
like Wilson win if he can. These Pro 
gressives are waiters, too, as I size them 
(including myself) up. They see no reason 
why, if the Democrats in thesé 
four years, the country should require an 
immediate disruption incidental to a new 
administration. They are content to see 
the country respond under Democrats 
who are just as good men as they, and 
bide their time. They know that his 
| tory repeats itself and the day will come 
| when dominant party will make 
so many mistakes in such a short space 
of time that a normally weaker party 
will find the opportunity to step into the 
breach and obtain a victory under popu 
lar support. This is the theory of a prop 
erly operating republican government 


sense of 


succeed 


every 


DO not believe the Democrats will 

steal enough Progressive thunder to 
eliminate all usefulness of the Pro 
party. I say this notwithstand 
ing that ‘at the initial meeting of the 
Popular Government League in this city. 


gressive 


it was really startling to hear Senator 
Owen talk of the need of social jus 
tice, referring particularly to remedial 


affecting woman and child la 
bor, and to improve industrial conditions 
generally. And Mr. Bryan, with his usual 
eloquence, “Us Progressives” this 
and“ "that. Truly, these 
things, along with Mr. Wilson's approval 
of the Presidential primary, are a revela 
tion of the breadth of mind of 
day leaders of the party in } 

As I size up the present situation, 
Democratic worry is “Let us 
thing to land the people before 
publicans and Progressives get together” : 
the Progressive worry is “Let us organ 
ize carefully for the fray that will surely 
and the Republican worry is as 
to whether Mr. Roosevelt will come out 
of the Brazilian jungles alive, together 
with the question, well depicted in 
eartoon of the unconscious G.O. P.. “Can I 
be a doctor or must I be the undertaker?” 

Yours respectfully Joun F. Rone 
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No. 3—PRESSWORK 


‘The Typewriter of Perfect Presswork’’ 


Feature 


HE flawless presswork of the New Royal Master- 
Model 10 carries the 


in 


high-grade business mes- 


sige as fine form as your thoughts themselves! 


Royal writing adds to the tvpewritten letter a clear- 


ness and dignity which instantly strikes the eye and 
compels attention. 
The Royal way is “better business,” for its beautiful 


presswork has the strong distinctiveness which makes 
letter stand out among many. 


one 
Royal presswork reinforces the 
result-getting power of your business letters and improves the 
finest product of your own brain—for it adds the forceful 
stamp of quality to every letter you sign. 

Your typewritten letters are your everyday “ 


messengers ot 
business.” 


You would not sign your name to a letter which 
did not say exactly what you meant to say. Then why should 
YOU, or any businessman continue to put your signature on 
letters which do not look exactly as you know they should look ? 


Heretofore, you have been obliged to accept a standard of 
typewriting inferior to high-class printing—yet you would not 
accept poor printing. But with the new standard of “ty pe- 
created by the new Royal ‘‘10,’’ it is no 
longer necessary to accept inferior typing in your office. 

Pick 


ample of 


writer presswork””’ 


up the letters have s 


the fault 


you igned to-day. Examine them—then see a 


less presswork of the Royal! 


vou send your signature to represent YOURSELF ? 


On which kind of 


typing will 


Which one will you trust to convey unmistakably to 
the world the character of your house? 





Built for ‘‘Big Business’’ and its 
Great Army of rape: Operators 
There are real reasons why the ROYAL dominates in 
QUALITY typing. First, there is the mew Royal way 
{ sending direct force from the finger-tips to the type— 
with every powerful hammer-stroke of its accelerating 
ypebars of carbon steel—with every unerring beat of its 
wonderful roller-trip escapement. Then there is a rigid 
carriage that meets the ns of blows of the type; a 
solid one-piece type-guide, that comtro/s but does not force alignment. The who e 
apid-fire action is almost /riction/ess! And mney, the deeply engraved and 
beautifully shaded type themselves—the ‘‘business end of the typewriter.’ 
_Get the reves! 
Examine a sar t Roy g Send ‘Royal m your locality and ask for 
1 DEMONSTRATION. Or write to us direct for our newest Brochure **Better Service,”’ just 
issued, and we will s with it a beautiful Co or Ph raph of the new ROYAL MODEL 
10 — **the MACHINE WITH A PERSONALITY" Read our advertisements 
I ing Post, ( » System, Everybody's, Cosmopolitan, Hearst Mar 
S WU politan, McClure’s, Bu and many more! ‘*Write now—right + 


ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY, 


362 Broadway, 


Inc. 
Royal Typewriter Building, New York 


Branches and Agencies the World over 
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| @€@ Cowboy and the £00 | ik 
i] There is no true test | *] 

i of roofing but the By C. J. MANNING “W 
\ proof on the roof. But . 
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HEN the fiction cowboy packed South Dakota bas obtained from a Noy con 

his scenery a sombrero, a six York zoological society a buffalo herd but 

ao shooter, a lariat, chaps, and a rhe herd is to be placed on a special me 

curled mustache—and hied to New York range in the Wind Cave Park, Black 

fy ea | to figure in seores of Broadway short Hills District. yy 

- stories, the sunlit and trusting West S 
Quality R f Durability struck the seales from its eyes and pro RULY, the fact that South Dakota, long “ 

Cert-ified oOo ing Guaran-teed claimed its disbelief. stamping ground for the buffalo, had sigl 
“Gun-on-the-Hip’ Murphy, as com to seek its own local color in New York use 

° . ° panion for chorus girls, was an impossi zoological gardens was a severe blow to Wh 
1S guaranteed for fifteen years — it will last longer ble creature, declared the West, and a the Thomases who doubted the fiction of moi 
keen eye of scrutiny their day. It is coy the 

7 “ . . . = : was turned on other ower ceded that if Ne au 
When you buy roofing—whether shingles or herves and heroines | Tork has eae a 
rolls—for any building of any type—remember of fiction. =—Sslissc longhorns and buf ret 
i . - . Up to the time of I faloes, it must also Ger 
this : the invasion of H have cowboys. thet 
. one . ‘ Broadway by the | In the West there mor 
Any test for toughness, pliability, tensile strength—-vs a cowboys, sages of 1s growing tha ne ry 
jalse test. Roofs do not wear out—they dry out. he pearene Rae te =f that New York may dea' 
? - - | lieved that there | conserve the cow tim 
Coal tar dries out quickly—our properly blended . were innocent girls = {j] boy as it has the plac 
asphalt dries out very slowly. Certain-teed A Certain-teed Construction who wandered into T buffalo. Establish arot 
Roofing is made with a soft asphalt center and Roof gambling dens by ment of a cowboys the 
a harder asphalt protecting surface. for buildings of the most perma- mistake, Just as the section in the 209 z 
. n ; 3 r nent type appeals to architects, whistle of the police has been suggested the 
The three biggest roofing miils in the world engineers and builders as well raiding nad | I oo hi 
back up our guarantee of Certain-teed Roofing as to owners : os = nm some such way that 
‘ a Sas A Certain-teed Construction Roof sounded. But when only can the cow b 
That’s all the advance knowledge you need is a built-up roof and is the mod literature misplaced hoy be preserved for —h 
when you buy roofing—see the Certain-teed ern ae oe toe ie the cowboy, when | posterity, it is said, he 
label on the roll or crate. sandals anol deuieenm, aes literature forced the u because the West is doe: 
Certain-teed Roofing is sold by dealers every- A Certain-teed Construction Roof puncher of the too busy with crops can 
where, at a reasonable price. Ask your dealer. does away with the smoky tar plains to down the mixed drinks of Man and scientific farming to bother with lar. 
00 a dies cok Ge saat hattan, then, alas! faith fled, and there’ the work of maintaining its traditions and 

General Roofing Manufacturing Co. washed clean after every rain grew and blossomed an abiding distrust will 
World's largest manufacturers of roojing and building papers It is a sanitary roof of the Eastern authors’ league YHOULD New York take over the bur take 
Ot Kent Bert, Pe. Mereoliies, 0. Sew Vash Cty bem he ee ae With that distrust taking firmer root, den of growing cow boys for the local isn’ 
Kansas City Minneapolis — Gu» Seaton A J . . two incidents have served to swing the color trade of the West, the patrons will " 
London, England amborg, Germany Western tide in favor of the authors. ask but one favor—that the hand-raised Sae 

Newspapers have told of a stampede of generation of cowmen be taught to use two 
Western steers—Texas longhorns, in only blank cartridges. Merchants are star 

fact—in the very streets of New York investing too heavily in plate-glass win the 

City. Through the same medium West dows to allow shooting up the town with (litt 
ern people have been informed that real bullets. ceil! 
c 
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Bograpbers and court reporters Satisfaction ruar and beautiful specimens Your ' 
anteed or money refunded CATALOG FREE name elegantly written on a card if you enclose stamp Write Continued from page 4 f > 
SUCCESS BCUHOOL, 71 Schiller Bidg., Chicag for it today. F. W. TAMBLYN, 416 Meyer Bidg., Kansas City, Mo, Jee 
. ‘ ca ' Jae 
fall down trying to get to second. TIT said But if any theatre depended largely oe 
I thought I could put this over, but I’ve upon the patronage attained through the hen 
got to have big, important talks with bills that dangled in Abe Jacobs's win , 7 
certain parties before you can begin to dow, God help it! Few residents of we 
. ry ‘ * \ ‘ 
celebrate. Keep your eye on the nickels Hope Street paused to scan them. Fewer ith 
in the meantime—you'll need ‘em.” still pushed aside the swinging doors a 
z “T'll leave it all to you,” he said to test Abe’s hospitality and his seanty veg 
Roses, Plants, Seeds, NEVER i blel p| Poultry feelingly. stock of liquors. As Birdie drew near - i 
oa A - . : es 
Bulbs, Vines, hele! Egg BD) 4b. Ve “That's what they all say,” Miss Me the little place there were no sounds of = 
Shrubs. pe - rf Mullen observed. “That stuff is pulled revelry—no indieations that the morals th - 
paid. Safe ar- —before in poultry business. Shortage of so often I whisper it in my sleep.” of Hope Street were endangered by the it 
pa ane satis- 2ONE, POeR, eeutton makes this payee s Mrs. Heidelmeier showed signs of be presence of Jacobs's humble establish poe 
. ) : ) , O r . ane 
ag gee 4 tt een, See Poultry nt fits high. But coming weepy. ment. It was as calm and as deserted hel 
of fair dealing. use Fight lools—get full measure SUCCESS. “Oh, if you could do it, Birdie!” she as a pienie ground on Monday morning 
. . . ove 
Eoionda a CYPHER INCUBATORS exclaimed “I couldn't think how we e 
o s - — . . , ' é 
Fruit and Or- | and BROODERS should thank you enough! Herman, HERE was a light in the windows of at 
namental World's Standard. Self-regulating, self-ven too, if he would say it—”" the living rooms above, which Mrs oo 
Trees. tilating. Fireproof, insurable. Highest records She ve ar sh; Miss Me Jacobs ; or di » “nl CF , ome “ 
acres, 60 in hardy roses—none better grown. 46 for Are. continuous hatches She nudged her hu band, but ai Me ‘ RI ane met ante erood called ‘ z the 
greenhouses of Palms, Ferns, Begonias, Gera- GetUypher’s Company's tit Mullen interrupted his labored recogni and Birdie studied the place from van aie 
py vty a mag ere of Sages ne page catalog and poultry tion of the wifely hint. tage ground across the street. She had | ther 
uee iding plants. Large assortmen guide before you buy. 8 vitall “orge , ar P £¢ oha gol j » » isiting ¥F ic ife be ° 
ai iity Pesenalal Ponte, which Inet tar genre. gids, se phe tae y Forge t that part of it, he nid ante nded visiting Abe and hi wit a old 
192-Page Catalog FREE. Send for it Today. Cyphers Spegbetes Oo Dept. 64 rte ye It’s hams luck to wey pee ag going a. ee _ ~ a iam 
The Storrs & Harrison Co. , Box 316, Painesville, Ohio ed for what you haven't got. Good night the uncurtained window that the Jacobs ing 
Write for Big FREB Book I'll breeze around in a day or two and family were busy with the evening meal 4 
— - | let you know what the score is.” And and turned away—time enough yet for aro 
4 comm §112-PAGE POULTRY BOOK | All About Poult Kee in . she hurried away despite Mrs. Heidel the Jacobs. Billy Sheehan called on her ye 
ae Af you age thinking of buying FREE ry ping; meier’s protestations that evening ? 
( Should send tor ur bie tie Its Profits. Fanciers. Vasmere and Se “I'm glad r again,” she wy 
>>> catalog at once. oer ginners should get the FREE m glad to see you're out again, of | 
imany Sew <ncluswe umprocementsin this year's] POULTRY BOOK and Catalogue written by ROBERT OPE STREET, a few blocks from the said in greeting. “I didn't know but 4 
PRAIRIE STATE ESSEX, well known throughout America after a QUAR- “ “ = 7s cise 
Incubators and Brood TER CENTURY’S experience in all branches of poultry- brave gayety of Halsted Street with Politsky had won that battle you wert whe 
Aloo, containe sbout t 60 Be pes eee See ie eine Mesarteoe Powts how fo Start Wights con- its flaming are lights and brilliant shop framing for him and that they had you ean 
7 ye te we winter food. {rest diecases, | tains Pletures of 30 Poultry Houses; describes America’s Largest | wij) (lows, presents little of thespectacular. lashed to a cot in Ward Two all this es 
poultry ba fringe i PRES Welle cede s eee Fust out: Line of Incubators and Brooders. Write today for this Free Hook. lett ; ith tl , ho Jac 
“ — arent Ogses t is dark and quiet at night, with the time ‘ 
Prairie State Incubator P | 103 ‘Henry St., Buffalo, N. Y. . : 5 . : , . , him 
Can. 127Maia St, Homer City, Ps. Robert Essex lacebator Co. 87 Barclay St, New York City | Cheery light of household lamps filtering “You don’t see any new marks on the thar 
through the window curtains here and map, do you?’ he returned, elevating plac 


chin the better to exhibit his smi 


< | there and a few flickering gaslights a his chee 
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Box 906 bade — m At the corner and on the opposite side before who their landlord was. They rejo 

| of the street the dim window illumina were figuring on this squatters’ rights ter 
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her , I the engulfing darkness, revealing behind grab a flat building in another year the | 
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get in on the big doings with some of 
that honest heart and willing hands stuff 
of yours.” 

“lm the pineh hitter,” 
“Whom do IT bat for?” 

“You're going to try to bring Herman 
Heidelmeier home and put Abie Jacob 
on third where he'll have a 
eeore—that’s your little job,” she said 
complacent “I've got things started, 
put I can see where I'll need you to help 
me put it over.” 


Billy replied 


chance to 


YHEEHAN stared; her interest in these 
WY two men was beyond him. 

“other people’s troubles again,’ he 
sighed. “You mean big Herman that 
nsed to tend bar for Alderman Connolly ? 
What's the matter with him and his 
movie show? I thought he was packing 
the nickels away in rolls like Frankfort 
sausages.” 

“Well, he ought to be, but he isn’t,” she 
returned. “He's on the wrong job. A 
German has no business trying to run a 
theatre in this neighborhood—not any 
more than Abie Jacobs has trying to run 
a saloon, You know Abie’s starving to 
death over there on the corner—the only 
time there’s anything stirring in his 
place is when the brewery agent comes 
around and tries to make a collection on 
the mortgage.” 

“That’s tough,” Billy admitted. “What's 
the principal trouble? I've never been in 
that drum since he took hold of it.” 

“Same trouble that Heidelmeier is in 
—he doesn’t belong,’ Birdie said, “and 
he hasn’t got wise to himself yet He 
doesn’t know what’s the matter—all he 
can tell you is that he isn’t making a dol 
lar. Mrs. Jacobs told me all about it, 
and I can see where the county agent 
will have to back a wagon up there and 
take ‘em all to the poorhouse if there 
isn't a big switch pretty soon 

“She tells me that the Liederkranz 
Saengerbund bunch used to blow in there 
two or three nights a week, when he first 
started up, and sit around the tables half 
the night singing those ‘Hi Lee—Hi La’ 
ditties that plaster on the 
ceiling.” 

“T know the Sheehan inter 
posed; “they all have big red mustaches 
and their faces are all gashed up. You 
can't tell whether they were Heidelberg 
students or whether they've been trying 
to shave themselves.” 

“That's the crowd,” Miss MeMullen 
went on: “and the noise they made gave 
Jacobs the willies He used to stand 
around near the ice box and hold his 
head in both hands while they were try 
ing to make him 


loosen the 


— ttiten im 
er @aneed 
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Sheehan looked at her in quick alarm 
Suy, you've got the number 
You're not going to ask me to slip this 
Jacobs 


wrong 


person enough money to buy 


moving-picture show! rd go a 
with any 
mind on, Birdie, 
but when it comes to staking a misfit like 
Jacobs 

“Don't worry, Billy I 
you were wad-shy,’ 
“You won't even 


outa 
long way to help you get by 


stunt you set your 


always knew 
she returned sweetly 
have to buy one of 
Abie’s Connecticut clear Havanas iD 
you know who the Excelsior Brewery’s 
agent is in this end of town?” 

“Sure.” he replied, a bit) shamefaced 
“Joe MeNally handles their business.” 

“T don't know him,” Birdie said, “but 1 
want to meet him. Will you fix it up for 
to-morrow ?”" 

Of course IT will,” he said eagerly. “I 
think T know where I can get bold of him 
to-night. But what are you going to 

“Never mind, son. ll do the talking 
when I get MeNally backed into a cor 
ner,” she interrupted. “All you have-to 
do is make a date to introduce me some 
time to-morrow evening—Bushnell's drug 
would be a good place. I don't 
want him here at the house.” 


store 


“All right—you’re on,” Sheehan re 
turned “He's a good old seout. too 
We'll make it for eight o'clock to-mor 


row night, and if 
se TI can’t have him 
you.” 


anything happens 
there, I'll) phone 


“Didn't you say you knew 
could find him = to-night?” 
suggestively. 


where you 
Birdie asked 


Billy arose good-natured] 

“Gee, but you're the nippy 
ness guy!" he said. “This seems to be a 
case of ‘Here’s your hat—what's your 
rush?’ Well, all right. I'll beat it before 
you call the dog See you to-morrow 
night at Bushnell's.” 

“EH tell you why I'm running you out, 
Billy,” she said, a trifle conscience 
stricken “I’m going over to Abie’s 
house to talk to him and Mrs. Jacobs 
about this loop-the loop we're figuring to 
push them into They haven't heard 
about it yet and it might be just as 
well to tip them off—they may have 
Good night, Billy. If 1 
put this over T think T’ll apply for a 
job with the United States Volunteer 
Life Savers. 


wes ees excitement, what bigh hopes 
und vague fears Miss McMullen 
had left behind her in the 
of Mr. and Mrs 


little busi 


weak hearts 


change in their for 





understand that the 





Rhine, the Rhine, 
the golden Rhine 
is a grand little 
mess of water 

Finally he told 
them all to keep 
out of his place, 
and now they have 
their musical riots 
over in Max Weiss 
man's, and Abie 
isn't playing ac 
companiments on 
the cash register 
any more. Then 
there were a lot of 
old grosspapas that 
used to come weav 

ing in there nearly 


every night to sit 
around and = play 
checkers and pi 


nochle and the rest 





more than dupli 
cated in the Jacobs's 


she unfolded the 
scheme she had 
evolved for their 
rescue. And when, 
on the _ following 
evening, Billy Shee 

han proudly intro 
duced her to Mi 

MeNally of the Ex 

celsior Brewing 
Company, it is cer 
tain that thei 
meeting was under 


prayers as the four 
most 
concerned 
most ef 
Birdie 


helpless ones 
nearly 
counted 
ficacious. 








of the heavy exer _ ; P plunged at once 
tises that belong ‘‘Now Abie is in there alone every night | into the business at 
where you have playing solitaire with his cash book, won- hand. 
sand on the floor dering why business is on the fritz”’ “Mr MeNally,” 





she said, “how 





Jacobs swore it cost 
him more for gas 
than the checker champions spent in the 
place, and one day he burned uy all the 
checkerboards and put the chairs and 
tables down in the cellar And now 
Abie is in there alone every night playing 
Solitaire With his cash book and wonder 
ng why business is on the fritz.’ 

“Can you beat it?” Sheehan exclaimed 

“Well, I think I can,” she cheerfully 
rejoined, “and that’s what all this chat 
ter is about Mrs. Jacobs told me one 
day that Abie has been casting eves on 
the nickel theatres that have been sprout 
ng along Halsted Street—he thinks he 
could make good in one of them, but he’s 
mortgaged up to the hilt to the Excelsior 
Brewing Company and he hasn't gof a 
they to put into 


‘ a show shop. There's 
Where you come in Sunnylocks.’ 
Weereennencenrennnsnns 

Cennnrerenrnvcrppnapsr, 


oes yun 
4 th,jb wun 
y 0 am 


would you like to 
get a real, live German into that place 
on Hope Street that Abie Jacobs has been 
infesting for a few months?” 


“Well, that would do me a whole lot of 
he said, striving 
to conceal in some measure the surprise 


good, Miss McMullen,” 


her question had caused him. “I've seen 


of course, that Jacobs isn’t the man for 
or for the saloon business, for 


the place 
that matter. He doesn’t seem to fit in 


somehow. I've been looking around for 
place in 
man. 
Our brewery would be glad to put anyone 
in there that we thought could sell our | 


quite a little while with that 
mind, trying to land on the right 


beer and make a go of it.” 
“You don’t have to tell me the brewery 
business, Mr. McNally,” she said. “We 


inhale it around these corners. Well, I 
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“ Prices” 





The New York Evening Mail recently 
gave a fine illustration of just what is happen- 
ing right along because of cutthroat competi- 
tion among certain retail dealers and a disre- 
gard for the principles of “Price Maintenance.” 

The item says : 

“Women are often blamed for ‘shopping’ 

that is, for going from store to store to 
find out the prices of what they want 
before buying. But consider this: There 
is an article much used at Christmastide 
in homes in which trees are set up for 
children. The standard price is $2 for 
each unit. In one department store the 
article is sold for $1.93; in another, not 
half a mile away, the price is $2.50. If 
one should want four units the difference 
between the two stores is $2.28. Why 
not shop ?” 


Of course—‘‘Why not shop?”— under 
such unfortunate conditions. But “shopping”’ 
is often costly in time, health, patience, and 
car-fare—and a system of “Price Mainte- 
nance’’ would make it unnecessary and, at 
the same time, guarantee to Manufacturer, 
Dealer (large and small), and Consumer, a 
fair, square, honest deal. 
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breasts | 
Heidelmeier when she | 
suggested the, possibility of the sudden | 


tunes that might be | 
brought about were | 


home that night as | 





the benison of such | 











Mailing Lists, Card References, etc. 


For general storage. 


Letter Files. 


Drawers for documents, schedules, 
cards, etc. 


Shelves for important ledgers, etc. 


Protection+Privacy+Efficiency= 


Globe Cabinet Safe 


Such an addition to your office equip- 
ment cannot be ignored. You owe it 
to your office, to your protection, to 
install the Globe Cabinet Safe at once. 


Sew 


Filing Cabinets 
And Bookcases 


meet the requirements of 
efficient offices. They set 
the standard by which 
thers are judged, yet cost 
re than the ordinary 


kind Write for 


The inside can be fitted up to suit your needs from 
stock patterns of Globe-Wernicke Steel Filing Cab- 
inet Sections, and thus all your private papers, records and fig- 
ures are kept away from prying eyes, safe under lock and key. 
Then, too, the steel clad construction lessens the fire hazard 
Globe Cabinet Safes are made with all the usual Globe- 
Wernicke superiority, in five styles, to meet every require- 
ment, and can be had in either olive green, oak or mahogany 


enamels. The price is surprisingly low 


. talog 
Sold by our Branch Stores and accredited representatives a + bes Ry 
throughout the country. Where not represented, we ship 
direct freight prepaid. COUPON 
Your name and address on the coupon price . ian actiecaantaae 
will bring the catalog you desire i Coupes eas By 
, ’ ! anh H 
C 7 ( c \ ‘ “ you want 
‘d : 
‘ nd WwW t pos iste 
The Slobe-Wernieke Co, 
, ry 2. = © 
Mfrs. Of Sectional Bookcases— Filing Cabinets / LJ G Ww Cabinet Safes 
Stationers’ Goods P [] G-W Filing Equipment 
~s ; : / []) G-W Bookcases 
Factory Cincinnati / LJ 
P s 
‘ 
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REDUCED ONE HALF 


In Thickness and Weight— | he India-P aper Edition 


Webster’s 


NewlInternational 


New from Cover to Cover 


Think of the advantages of having 


This New Creation 


The Merriam Webster 


of nearly 3,000 pages, with type matter equivalent 
to a 15-Volume Encyclopedia, within the limits of 
a single volume! Only 234 inches thick, in Rich, 
Full Red Leather Binding, with Gilt Top. 


1914 ATLAS %...: FREE 


to the readers of Collier’s Weekly who take advantage 
of the offer here made to 


Deliver for $1.00 


and easy payments thereafter of only a few cents a week, either 
the India Paper or Regular Edition in full Red Leather Binding, 


(in United States and Canada. 






















India-Paper Edition »»—>» 
Printed on thin, opaque, strong, expen 

sive India Paper just imported for this edi 

tion. It has an excellent printing surface. 
resulting in remarkably clear impressions 
of type and illustrations. What a satis 
faction to own the new Merriam Webster 
in a form so light and so convenient to 
ase! This edition is one half the thickness 
and weight of the regular edition. Size 

123s in. x9%in.x2%in. Weight 7's ibs. 


Regular-Paper Edition »»—> 


Printed on strong book paper of the 
highest quality. Size 1234 in. x9% x 5‘ 
in. Weight 16 Ibs. Both Editio 
printed from the same plates and indexed. 


Over 400,000 Vocabulary Terms, and in ad 
dition, 12,000 Biographical Names, neariy 30,000 
Geogr ical Subjects, besides thousands of other Reter 
ences. Nearly 3,000 Pages. Over 6,000 illustrations. 

The only dictionary with the New Divided Page, 
characterized as “A Stroke of Genius."* 
|< <a TO THOSE WHO RESPOND AT ONCE we will send a copy of an amusing “Test in Pro 


nunciation"’ (with key), entitled the “Americanization of Carver,” and also a “Red Facsimile Booklet" 


of interesting questions with references to their answers 


ns are 





“To have this work in the home is 
like sending the whole family to college.” 





(Coupon. ) 
Springfield, Mass. 


xpense, a copy 
klet,"” 


Home Office 


G. & C. MERRIAM CO., 
Please send me, free of all obligation ore 
of “Test iv Pronunciation,” also “Red Facsimile Box 


with specimen paces of India and regular paper and special is the New Census 1914 “New Reference Atlas of the 
terms on your C mi rs Weekly free Atlas offer on the World,’ containing nearly 200 pages, with 128 page 
“Webster's NEW International Dictionary of maps beautifully printed in colors with margina 


reference indexes, besides illustrated description of 
PANAMA CANAL, all handsomely bound in red cloth, 
size 10'4 x 13%. Mail this coupon at once to 


G. & C. MERRIAM CO., Springfield, Mass. 
Publishers of GENUINE Webster Dictionaries for 70Years. 


Sj] CIVIL SERVICE 


. 
Presi = press or bind or pull [J | 
ders “Satisfaction 
Be sure ‘Shirley President’’ is on buckle 
Lee Mfg. Co. » Shirley, Mase. 


or money back" 


Name 


Address 











positions are in all parts of the country. Good pay, steady 
work, life positions, congenial surroundings, promotions 
on merit, short hours, annual vacation and sick leave wit! 
pay. Many thousands appointed yearly. Both sexes. No 
political pull. Nearly 300,000 classified positions. Com 
mon school education sufficient. Full information fand 
used by the Civil Service Co 


questions mmission free 


COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE, WASHINGTON, D. C. 

















‘The University of Chicago 


HOME 
| STUDY 


2nd Year 


$4 Per Month Buys This Visible 
Oliver Symowrner 


Nothing Down — Free 
Agents’ Prices. Ships 
you want to keep it, 
Our booklet i wor 
tells you how to ss 
TYPEWRITERS DISTRIBUTING SYNDICATE 
166 M65 N. Michigan Bivd., Chicago 


| Te 





in addition to resident 
work, offers also instruc- 
tion by correspondence. 





For detailed in- 
formation address 


U. of C. (Div. A )Chicago, Ill. 


VV ee 


Mitebell Tower | 























VANDERBILT HOTEL 


34,4ST. EAST ar PARK AVE., NEW YORK. 


Walton H, Marshall, Manager Subway Entrance 
“An hotel of distinction 


with moderate charges” 
Within five minutes of 




















principal railway terminal 












































Situation ideal. 
TARIFF 
Single rooms per day —$3, $4, $5. $€ 
Double rooms $ $6, $7. $8 
Double bedrooms, boudoir 
dressing-roorn and bath $8, $10, $12 

Suites—Parloir, bedroom and bath $10, $12, $15 

Each room with bath 

ne —_ 
For Interesting and Valuable Information about 


Your name and address is enough. We will send TED 


0" on Me new Band Catalog absolutely free and bought by Manufacturers, send 6 cents postage for 
788 illustrations, 67 art color plates large Illustrated paper Visible Results and Terms Book 
2561 musical instruments described. B.S. & A. B. Lacey, Dept. 5, Washington, D. 0 Estab. 1869. 


ee? WAC /URLITZER Any instro 


x. * 
ors of Tyme making 












‘ and An jen als. A 
200 Brings You This Cornet omy ths al Learn to Stuff Birds : tena 
a few cents ada Superb lyric cornet ' Z ty fits. Sa 
silver plated ather carrying case 221- | - 
Allowance for ‘ld instruments | De rate P ree 
udoiph Wurlitzer Co., Dept 2761 a | by mail. Write for Free Book today, N.W. School 
Cincinnati.O. = Wabash Av Chicago f Taxidermy, 4021 t Bid Oma Neb 











show you the book of views that goes 
with this chatter,” she said, “and then 
see if you don't kick in with a bank roll 
Jacobs is no good to the Excelsior Brew 
ery as things stand—that place is a 
morgue while he’s in it. All right. You 
foreclose on the mortgage and what does 
that get you? You can't get a nickel out 
of Abie whatever you do, because he 
hasn't got it 
“But if you forget the mortgage and 
| stake him to five hundred to buy out a 
Yfp fp 
7 
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ei hh do pam a 
sata aan RRNA RATAN IONE ADDAIERNIRANANNNINIEER waeedl a ee wnavenvenen 

think I’ve got the man staked out for moving-picture shop that he’s crazy to 
your Hope Street place—ready for you to get hold of, T'll trot this jasper thap's 
lead him to the door and slip him the — selling out the theatre right over to yoy 
key.” with the five hundred and he'll jy 
“You have?’ he cried in amazement Abie’s saloon from you with the whole 
“Well, that’s a hit! Billy here has been bundle. Not so bad, eh? The brewer, 
telling me a few things about you, Miss gets a good, hustling Dutchman into 9 
MeMullen, but he didn’t say anything dying saloon and he buys it instead og 
about you being interested in the saloon having it handed to him Jacobs and 
| business.” his family get into the show busines. 
| “No, and I’m not.” Birdie retorted: where he belongs and where he's gof ‘ 
“but I am interested in a couple of chance to make good. You help to buy oy 
wives and a couple of flocks of kids two business establishments with a fiye 





























around here that are likely to go hungry hundred-dollar roll, and when it’s gj 
if things aren’t straightened out for over and everybody is well fixed you'ye 
them. Every little while, Mr. MeNally, got your money back, nobody is anything 
we carom against some poor, strug out, and Jacobs owes you five hundred 
ling mutt that has booked himself for on two years’ time, with a live moyie 
the wrong job show as_ security 
trying to pitch Do you begin to vet 
when he ought to be me?" 
carrying the bats or Mr. McNally 
maybe trying to be looked at her ip 
a theatre manager silent admiration, 
when he ought to while he rapidly re 
be drawing beer viewed in his mind 
and saying ‘Prosit !’ the facts and fig 
behind a bar. Usu ures she had mar 
ally we can’t do shaled. 
anything to help “You win.” he 
him get his feet said at last. “if 
back on solid earth, your German is all 
but if there’s ever right and hasn't 
a chance, I'm there put anything over 
with my hair in a on the brewery in 
braid and I think the past. Who is 
I've struck one of it?” 
those chances.” “Herman Heidel 
“I'd bank on you meier, the big fel 
finding it if there low that used to 
was one in the tend bar for Alder 
ward, Birdie!” — man Connolly,” she 
Sheehan said en replied. 
thusiastically. “You ‘*All right,’’ he said. ‘‘Bring me around “He'll do,” M 
certainly bump in your feller with the five hundred’’ Nally said with a 
to more unusual decisive nod. “T 
stuff than anyone I know him well 
ever met up with.” Miss MeMullen, I 
“Maybe it’s because I keep my eyes take off my hat to you. That's as 
open and don't go around looking at the smooth a proposition as I ever had put 
ground for pennies some one might have up to me. I don’t know how I can show 


back to business, if 
from 
there, 


dropped. But to get 
we're going to yank this saloon out 
under Jacobs to put a live one in 
we'll have to frame things to keep Abie 
and his family out of the poorhouse. I've 
vot that all figured out, and, first of 
all, Mr. MeNally, you're going to ad 
him five hundred dollars on two 
time to buy out a moving-picture 
Halsted Street.” 


too, 


vance 
vears’ 
theatre on 
step, then he 
his head. 


drew back a 


tater nt . 
1 smiled and slowly 


shook 


“Oho, no! Not me, Miss McMullen,” 
he said. “Why, Jacobs can’t pay the in 
terest on the mortgage the brewery has 


on his place now! Lend him money? I 


should think not!” 


“Wait a minute—wait a minute until I 





my appreciation 


“Don't try to,” Birdie interrupted 
“I've been trying to make you un 
derstand that I’m not doing this for 
the brewery. It’s the little Heidel 
meiers and Jacobses that I’m strong 
for, and I'll be glad to see the brewery’s 
money doing them a good turn for a 
change.” 

“Let's drill over there to the fountai 
and have an ice-cream soda,” Sheehan 
suggested “T want to see McNally t 
ing one and then I'll have it on him 
the rest of his life. I tell you, Birdie 


you’ve done a great day’s work for those 


ginks.” 

















“I guess I can still pull off some little 
stunts,” said Birdie with unusual vain 
glory; “but you’re not wise to how much 
those ginks have done for me. Nothing 
like seattering little seeds of kindness 
and putting something over when you 
want to cool your head.” 

ILLY SHEEHAN scanned her happ) 

tranquil countenance uneasily. “Now 
what's the right answer to that?’ he 
murmured self-communingls 

But he has not yet found one that 
works out to the satisfaction of both 
Birdie and himself 
4 S het ttTTlles 
Wd % | 
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Real Estate 


South Atlantic Area, An Empire Of Fertile L een 


along Seaboard Air Line Kailway in States of Virginia 
North and South Carolina, Georgisz 1, odor Florida 
Outdoor pursuits possible year ‘re oe Combination of 
soil and climate affords opportunity for succession of good 
money crops Rich fruit and truck lands at low prices 


Splendid opportunities 
Write for descrip 
Industrial Agent 


within easy reach of large markets 
for stockraising, dairying and poultry 
tive Meeratace J. A. Pride, General 
Suite No. 363, Norfolk, Va 


Should Your Income Stop—-What Then? Prepare 
for such emergency. Look into the great farming, manu 
facturing, and industrial possibilities of the Southeast 
Cheap land, living very moderate Write for literature 
“Southern Field"’ magazine free. M. V. Richards, Land 
and Ind. Agt. Southern Ry., Room 16. Washington, D.C 


CALIFORNIA 


Poultry Raising In The San Joaquin Valley, Cali- 
fornia, is a bigger gold mine than a moving picture show 
The evidence to support this statement is contained in a 
little book about Poultry just published. Send me your 
name on a postal C. L. Seagraves, Gen. Colonization 
Agt., AT&SF khy., 17 Ky. Exchange Bldg., Chicage 


= VIRGINIA 
Virginia Orchards Pay Handsome Profits. Good 


fruit lands in the famous apple belt $15 an acre up. Easy 
payments Send names of two friends interested in Vir 
ginia oe receive our beautiful magazine one year free 
F. H. LaBaume, Agri. Agt., Norfolk & Western Ry., Room 
245, N. & W. Bldg., Roanoke, Va 


Auto Instruction 


Earn Big Money. Be A Chauffeur Or Repair 


man We teach you at home and assist you to position 
Rest system, lowest prices Free models Write for free 
Rook Practical Auto School 15a Pearl St New York 

AMON 


Patents 


U. S. And Foreign Patents And Trade-Marks. 
Free book and opinion as to patentability. Joshua R. H 
Potts, Patent Lawyer, 8 Dearborn St., Chicago. 929 Chest 
nut St., Philadelphia 805 G St., W actingle n 


: Dull Razor Blades 


“I'm Disgusted With ‘Re- 
,(as new blades are 

Send for prices 
1433R B’way,N.Y 


When A Man Says: 
sharpening’, [want my blades ‘re edged 
made) he’s looking for Redge Process 
Mailing Boxlet Free. Parker-Warren Co 


Literary Assistance 





kor the Advertiser 





Try Denver Weekly Post For Results. It Carries 
more classified ads than any Weekly paper the West 
Guaranteed circulation over woo delivered by Uncle 
Sam. No street or news-stand sales The largest and best 


Weekly Newspaper published between the Missouri River 
and the lacific Coast, a circulation not duplicated by any 
other medium— circulation furnished by states on request 





Classified ads Se a word Display We per line, $4.20 per 
inch. Subscription price Ss the year. (ne ad conwnces 
Write for sample copy 
' ea “ om wn em 8 
kor Your Home 

“Forest Home” Country Sausage Made From 
the best pork and pure spices 15, 10 lb. boxes, 30¢ Ib., 
meat or links, delivered to you. Send for booklet describ 
ing other ‘Forest Home" Farm Products. Forest Home 
Farm, Purcellville, Va 


Baby's Firvst Shoes Cast In Bronze! Each Little 


wrinkle forever preserved Ve cast baby's shoes in 
bronze an‘ retire for your approval Write for circular 
Western Bronze Studios, Monadnock Bldg., San Francisco. 
Sm ee a 


Motion Picture Plays 


Learn To Write Photoplays. Easy And Fas- 


cinating way to earn money in spare time Big demand 
Producers pay $25 to $)00each. Llustrated catalogue free 
Authors’ Motion Picture Schoo 22T.S.Mich. Ave. Chicago 


Write Moving Picture Plays. Big Prices Paid. 


Constant demand, Devote all or spare time. Experience 
literary ability or correspondence course unnecessary. De 
tails free Atlas Pub. (« 46 Atlas Bidg., Cincinnati, © 


ee } 


Automobiles 


Paint Your Car Yourself. Save $25.00 To 
$75.00 by doing the work at home with the Arsenal 
system Our big free booklet The Car Beautiful’ 
tells how Send for it today Arsenal Varnish Co., 
Dept. ¢ Rock Island, Il 


om ee rn ro) 


Collections 


“Red Streaks Of Honesty Exist In Everybody,” 


and thereby I collect over $200,000 yearly from honest debts 


all over the world. Write for my Red Streak Book, free 
Francis G. Luke, +7 Com at. Bank Bldg., Great Salt 
Lake City, Utah. U.S.A Some People Don't Like Us 

0 iad 


Duplicating Devices 


— 
HERE Yot WILL FIND EVERYTHING FROM A MEMORANDUM BOOK TO AN APPLE ORCHARD. YOU CAN GET VALUABLI GGESTION AND 
INFORMATION ABOUT MANY INTERESTING ARTICLES BY READING THESE ADVERTISEMENT 
—— 





ry . - ‘ . 
Typewriters, Office Supplies 
Largest Stock Of Typewriters In America 
makes U aderwoods (. Smiths temingtons. et 
4 to “© mirs. prices, (many less rented anywhere 
applying rent on price. First class machines— rent 
and judge on these most liberal terms. Write for cata 
log 121, Typewriter Emporium, ( hstab 34-36 W 

Lake St., Chicago, Il 


This Month—100 No. 3 Oliver Visible Type- 
writers ata sensational price. Terms $3 a month—5 Days’ 
Free Trial—Completely Equipped. Guaranteed same as if 
regular catalog price were paid, United States Typewriter 
Exchange, Dept. 91, Federal Life Bidg., Chicago 


Ce em el i mu NA 


All 
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Stamps, Coims, Post Cards 


$100.00 For $1.00 Gold Piece 1854 C. Mint: 
$0 for $2.50 piece 1854S. Mint. We pay highest cash 
prices for rare money to 199. Many of great value in cir 
culation, Get posted. Send stamp for large Illustrated Coin 
Cireular. The Numismatic Bank, Dept. C, Ft.Worth, Tex 


Would You Exchange Post Cards With People 
in other cities, towns, or countries? If so, join our splendid 
club; exchange lists widely circulated: membership ten 
cents. The H. X. League, Box 15, Erie, Pa 


A LNA NG 





Cr ee a en) 
Investments 


6% Farm Land Bonds, Due Januar 1916. 
Secured by first mortgage on level, — 4 ae and 
productive farming land, worth 244 times the bund issue 
Denominations $500. and $1000 Interest paid July | 
and Jan. | at First Trust & Savings Bank, Chicago, Trus 
tee, without deduction of federal income tax Legal 
investment for banks. First National Bank, Casselton 
North Dakota 
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Short Stortes 


a, MAA 


Free—To Any Short Story Writer. Little Inspira- 


tional book by big author. Edition limited Phillips 
Studio, 4DC, 156 Fifth Ave.. New York Send We for 
Complete Story Market.’ 

enmmmonentNBne Sere rr Mido 


W lindane Trimming 


Let Us Send You Full Information On Window 
Trimming, Advertising and Card Writing Courses, Books 
and Monthly Paper. The oldest and most successful school 
of its kind. The Koester School, 302 Jackson Blvd., Chicago 
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How to E wien tein 








Business Opportunities 


Your Opportunity Lies Where The Competition 
ix not so Keen and where tl irrounding ntry will sup 
pert you There are many business openings along the 
Union Pacific System Lines Alfalfa Mills, Bakers, Bank 
ers, Barber Shops, Blacksmith Shops, Brickyards, Canning 
Factories, Cement Block Factories, Creameries, Drug 
Stores, Elevators, Flour Mills, Foundries, Furniture Stores 
Garages, Hardware Stores, Hotels, Implement Stores 
Laundries, Lumber Yards, Meat Markets, Physicians, 
Kestaurants, Stores (general and a great variety of 
others We will give you Free complete information 


about the towns and surrounding country 
tunities are numerous. Write to-day RK. A. Smith, Coloni 
zation and Industrial Agent. Union Pacific Railroad Co., 
Room 1511, Union Pacific Bldg., Omaha, Neb 
Unusual Opening For Successful Sales 
agers. An Eastern Life Insurance Co., financially strong 
and with over 60 years’ experience, has several managerial 
positions which will be filled by men who have demonstrated 
their ability to manage successful sales organizations. 
These men will be carefully trained at the Home Office. A 
plan has been worked out which offers such men an oppor- 
tunity no other profession presents:—An annuity feature in 
building up anincome. Previous life insurance experience 
not Fequired Address, Box 10, 416 W. 1%th St., N. ¥.C. 


where oppor- 


Bookkeepers And Young Men Attention! Are 
you planning for the future’ Why not prepare yourself 
for « larger salary’ It is simply a matter of training 
Accountants are in demand We prepare you to become 


an auditor, comptroller or certified public accountant 
Correspondence and resident courses. It won't interfere 
with your present work Why not Learn While You 
Earn"? Send today for catalog Walton School of 
Accountancy, 500-510 People’s Gas Building, Chicago 


An Excellent Opportunity For The Man With 


small capital to secure exclusive control of a highly meri 


torious invention protected by strong U. 8S. Patent, just 
issued Every man who shaves needs this article—It 
adds to comfort and saves time Send 50c for model, 
money refunded if you will return it Dr, Af. Luzzi 
Waco, Texas 


Build A Business Of Your Own, And Resene 


salaried drudgery for life Learn the Collection Business 





Limitless field; little competition. Few opportunities so 
profitable Send for “Pointers” today American Col 
lection Service, 51 State St., Detroit, Mich 


Advertisers, Mail Dealers! Our Advertising Guide 
gives rates, circulation of 2000 different publications, in- 
cludes 30 mail order plans. Sent complete, 1 Dearborn 
Advertising Agency, 534 Franklin Bidg., Chicago, Ill 





Start Mail Order Busi = ible Corpora- 
tion supplies best mail sellers. Factory prices. Quick re 
turn proposition. Copyrighted Prospectus free. Mississippi 
Valley Co., Inc., 67 E. 5th St., Pittsburg, Kansas 
Pry nT 


Psychologt al, Advertising 











Debaters And Speakers, Club Women And You Can Make 50 Duplicate Copies From Every Plays, Vaudeville Sketches, Monologues, Dia- Psychological Advertising — Your Commodity Must 
writers! triefs, outlines, and all manner of material letter you write with pen or typewriter by using our ogues, Speakers, Minstrel Material, Jokes, Recitations appeal to the human element Advertisements that fulfill 
furnished Literary help of every kind given by The **Modern Duplicator $3.60 complete Booklet Free Tableaux, Drills. Musical Pieces Make Up Goods. Large this requirement attain the desired result—sales. Send for 
tureau of Research, New Albany, Indiana W. E. Durkin, Reeves & Co., 389 Fifth Ave... Pittsburgh, Pa Catalog Free Tr. S. Denison & Co., Dept. 44, Chicago free booklet S. Bartels, 540-44th Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

HIGH-GRADE SALESMEN AND AGENTS ARE IN BIG DEMAND. TO THOSE WHO CAN QUALIFY, THE FOLLOWING 





ADVERTISEMENTS PRESENT WM 


fONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 























Agents Wanted 


Agents—Amazing Invention. New Business. No 
competition Big profit. World's best Home Massage 
Machine. Works by waterpower Delights both sexes 
Write for full particulars and free book on ‘Beauty & 
Health.” Blackstone Co., 890 Meredith Bidg., Toledo, O 

Agents: For ‘‘Everbrite” Gold Glass Letters 
for window signs and house numbers. These letters and 
numbers can be sold in every city in the country. Chicage 
Giass Novelty Co., Marion, Ind 


Salesmen 


High-Grade 


The First Year 


Make 1914 Your Banner Year 
na new life of increasing business power and wealth 


Sheldon will show you Right Now how you can win suc 
cess, demand a bigger salary and make responsible posi 
tions the stepping stones to real business achievement 
An army of 60,000 persons owe their present enviable suc 
cess to Sheldon. Get the whole story. A postal brings the 
famous Sheldon Book and full information—free. The 


Sheldon School, 405 Gunther Bldg., Chicago. Nl 


Wanted Live Salesmen To Sell Kerosene And 


gasoline lighting systems erosene lamps are an achieve 


ment, surpassing all other known methods of artificial 
lighting. Cost of operating Jc per hour. Gasoline lamps 
can be lit with a match like city gas Write for complete 
illustrated « atalog and our proposit The Nage!-Chase 
Mfg. Co., 151 E. Erie St., Chicage 


Wanted—By Large New York Real Estate Com- 


pany Local representative in towns of five thousand 
population and upward Salary and commission to a 
thoroughly responsible person. One who can give the best 
of reference For particulars, Address Brentwood Realty 
Co., 1 W. 34th St., N. Y. City 


You Can Sell Our Policy Which Guerantecs In- 


come of $2 weekly when injured or to men and 
women aged 6 to 70— 85000 for cnsthaatal death—costs 
$i0 yearly. Also policy paying $15 weekly income, $2000 
accidental death for &5 a year Liberal commissions 

write. Midland Casualty Co 345 Insurance Ex.,Chicago 


Salesmen Making Small Towns, Whole Time Or 
side line, should carry our fast selling pocket side line 


Special Fs plan allowing return of unsold goods. Makes 


quick easy sales. $4.00 commission on each order. Some- 
thing entirely new Write for outfit to-day Canfield 
Mfg. Co., 208 Sigel St., Chic uzo, ll 


A Permanent Income From The Sale Of em 


pransparent fa e) Envelopes—local or traveling salesmen 
very business house a possible customer — exclusive 
“gency given. Transo Envelope Co., Chicago, Il 


_Salesmen Whe Kaew They C= Sell Meritorious 


men wh = ( f 


Palm 





Bea ‘ I C'o., Box Stuart, Florids 


Agents Wanted 


Liberal Salary With Cash Commission And Share 


in our profits. 50 valuable advertising premiums for cus 





tomers bring quick sales Your Own 72-page catalog fur 
nished Experience unnecessary Best season now 
Credit given Write immediately for particulars Best 
Manufacturing Co., Division 5, Providence, R. I 


Young Man, Would You Accept And Wear A Fine 


tailor-made suit just for showing it to your friends? If 


you live in a town smaller than 10,000, write at once and 
get beautiful samples, styles and this wonderful offer 
Banner Tailoring Company, Dept. 632, Chicago 

Agents Sell Guaranteed Hosiery, Underwear, 
and Sweaters for largest manufacturer in America Easy 
work. Big pay. Complete outfit free. Write Madis 
Mills, Dept. 4A, 486 Broadway, New York City 


Sell Guaranteed Raincoats Direct To Consumer. 


Get our big offer and sample coat for free inspection 
Capital or experience not required. Large profits. Write 
to-day. Queen Fabric Mfg. Co., Dept. 106, Syracuse, N.Y 

Agents— Sales Companies—Send For Booklet On 
*“Suds."" Greatest washing compound guaranteed harmless 
with free trial box; easy seller, sure repeater, splendid 
profit. The Franklin Co., Desk N, 305 Fifth Ave., New York 


Big Money For 1914 Agente. Our Reputation 
Jacks You m. J. Dic M 1] Lake, Chicago 


Agents 
a big manufacturer. (Gx 
ence needed Free 
turing Co., 72 Main St., Bre 


Handkerchiefs, Dress Goods. Represent 

xl pay. Easy work. No experi 
samples. Credit. Freeport Manufac 
oklyn, N 


Photo Pillow Tops, Portraits, Frames, Sheet 
Pictures, Photo China Plates tejects credited. Prompt 
shipments catalog free to agents w) days 
credit. Jas Desk T2, Chicago, Ll 








samples ¢ 
( tailey Co 


Colored 
Sample rug 
n Nat'l Bank 
Boston, Mass 


Large Income Selling Specialty Rugs. 
illustrations and important information free 
forwarded prepaid $1.00. Reference, Boylst« 
Boston Dundee Mfg. Co., 46 Chauncy St 


Agents You Can't Afford To Accept Ordinary 


proposition while agency for Guaranteed Aluminum Cox 
ing Utensils is oper Answer quick. Protected roo 
Mfg. Co., Div. X, Lemont. Il 


American Aluminum 


Agents Make Big Money Selling Our Gold And 
silver letters for Stores and Office windows, easily applied 
Big Postal brings free sample 
Meta Clark St... ¢ menage 


demand everywhere 


Sign Letter Co., 452 N 


You Can Make $$3$ As Our General or 





local agent Household necessity that 
manent business sig profits Free “a, am... 
Pitkin & Co 4 Redd St., Newark, N 


Growing Fast! ! 


Subscription Workers Pick Up 
tha ever Rig missior Als 


Agents Wanted 


Agents Make Big Money Selling The LaPlexio 
Massager. Every man and woman needs one. Costs less 
than others. Costs nothing to operate. No complicated 
rts. A child can use it. Creates envied complexions 





Guaranteed satisfactory or money refunded. Write for 
special Agents proposition and free booklet ‘‘The Story 
The Mirror Told The Aquavac Company, Dept. C 
120 Liberty St., New York 

Agents -A New Article Proven Merit. Popular 
Selling Price--$2.00. Guaranteed to save many times its 
ost in a year Ready sale in every home and business 
house Territory open now but going fast. Big profits. 
Agents enthusiasti« Particulars upon request. Act quick 


Arnold Damper, Inc., 7 West Washington St., Goshen, Ind 


Farm, In Small 
need and will buy 
cent’s worth kerosene 


Agents- Every Household On 
town nok in = peter png are used 
this wonderful mantle lamp; burns 


in 6hours; gives light five times as bright aselectric. Write 
quick for wholesale prices, territory and sample lamp for 
free trial. Mantle Lamp Co., 551 Aladdin Bidg.,Chicago,Ill 


Silk Hose Free On Becoming Triplewear Agent. 


Send no money State size Beautiful line. Agents are 
making big money. Write to-day without fail. Triplewear 
Mills, Dept. P 2 South 13th St., Philadelphia, Pa 


Agents—Make More Money. Handle The Im- 
perial Self-Heating Iron. ¢ and best. Every house 
wife wants one Exclusive Write for interesting 
roposition Imperia Dept. 691, Chicago 


idest 
territory. 
Brass Mfg. C 





Agents Wanted Latest High Grade Sanitary 
specialty Every home, hotel, factory and office buys or 
sight. Soon pays for itself. Big profits. Write today. The 
Watrous (« 655 Fisher Bldg., Chicago 

Agents—Get Particulars Of One Of The Best 
paying propositions ever put on the market. Something 
no one else sells. Big moneyinit. Address, EF. M. Feitmar 


Sales Mer., 6720 Sycamore St., Cincinnati, O 


Live Agents Wanted To Take Orders For Our 


guaranteed food flavorsin tubes (saving Sl’ xceptionally 
large profits. Exclusive territory. Permanent business 
C. H. Stuart & Co., 27 Union, Newark, N. ¥ 


Sells Like Hot Cakes, Stores House To House, 


big profit. New ironing wax perfumes clothes; nothing 
like it Se brings working outfit Marshall Mfg i¢ 
Front Street, New York 

Wanted — Live Agents To Sell Eureka Steel 
Ranges from wagons on notes or for Cash onderfu 


ambitious en. Send fi 
O'Fallon, Ills 


money maker for 
Eureka Stee! Range Co 





v Ce alogue 





Agents To Take Orders For Visiting Aad Busi- 


ness Cards of Distinction, Sell « ght Large Profits 
Complete Outfit Free The Forman Printery, %-W Bank 
Street, Waterbury, Conn 


Something New. Sanitary Appliance For Tele- 
} e mouthpiece y a. we b i. Bie ae 


Agents Wanted 


Agents Will You Take A Steady Job Starting 


right away on most attractive propositi a chance 
of increasing your earning power consta No experi 
ence required My specialties are gorgeous, at smal! cost 
and big profits Great crew manufacturers’ proposi- 
tion. We manufacture You save middleman’s profit 
Act quick ‘Harvest of profit now at its height 
E. M. Davis, President, Dept. R. 61 Davis Block, Chicago 

Agents. If You Want To Make Money Offer 
the people something they want an't buy in the 
stores Our Portraits, Pictures , fh. es, et surely 
fill the bill Our catalogue will tell you a teresting 
story, and it’s free. E. F. McCormick ( 122 Wells St., 
Chicago 


Vacuum Cleaner Agents, Here It Is; Absolutely 


new design in wheel-operated pow erfu vacuum 

leaner; new visible nozzle; exclusive appearance; sells 
quick at $7.50 Write for particulars about money-back 
guarantee now Doty Company, Bk 0), Dayton, Ohio. 


$2500 Accident Aad Health Policy For $6.00 
rm $2 






yearly i death, $15 
weekly for injury or sickness. Sells t nen and women 
Ages lét 20 $2400 Poli f s year Deposit with 
State. Write to Underwriters, Newark, N. J 

Wanted Salesmen Country Agents To Sell 
Autu Vils ating jreases 1 Oil 
Paints, Varnishes, White Lead, also many exclusive special 
ties Beautif sal 8 Inst terature Salary 
r mmiss Wa Ref g ( Cleveland, O 


_ ewile Flesh Cleaner, Bis Profits, _Easy Sales, 
nderfu Removes t. g se or stains 
without soap or water. Every housewife, motorist, actor 
or machinist buys when show: Write to-da Kwik Mfg 
& Distributing Dept. 160, Peo, s Gas Bidg., Chicago 


Agents Weated To 5 Our Celebrated H. & R. 


A s 


Medicate Ski ay 
Art es. Cash Commiissi u is guara eed H pfinger 
& Re xm N. Se 1St St. I iis, M 





‘Cost 3e, Sell 1S To2Se Homes Buy 13 Te 40 Sets; 


hotels hundre ree samples ding 
Casters. Save carpets, furniture. Carried ocke panne 
earn big money weekly. Evergrip ¢ 20B v arren St..N.Y. 





Make Big Money Selling “Easy” Suction Sweeper. 
All 


Wheels operat der re 
metal No pumy No be vs | price Guaranteed, 
Write quick. Foote Sweeper ( Box 20%, Dayton, ¢ 





The Fuller Dustlees Floor Aed Wall Meo. With 
adjustable yensable to 


yP Hartt 


agents 
ord.Ct 





} seke 








After the day is ended and the paper 
cast aside, there comes that period of 
calm reflection: “Would my day ’s 
struggle be worth while without the 
after bodily rest and genial mental 
cheer possible only in a well-warmed 
home?+ « «“Could I do my best work 
under the handicap of old fashioned 
heating?” * * *« “Would not all the 
people be better contented, healthier, 
abler bread-winners under the genial 
influence of radiator heating? If they 
only knew!” 


[NERICAN 3, {DEAL u 


RADIATORS BOILERS a 
No matter how fiercely bleak winter rages at og ] 
the doors or howls at the windows, the faster *° 
will be the natural flow of warmth to the AMERICAN Radiators to offset the cold. That’s the 
beauty of our way of heating. You need have no fear for the comfort, health protection and safety 
of the folks at home where this heating outfit is on guard. IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radi- 
ators add to the joy of living because they banish the work and wear by keeping coal-dirt, ashes 
and soot out of the living rooms, and they reduce the cost of living in their great savings in fuel, 
lessened doctor bills and absence of repairs. 
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IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators are made from high grade material throughout and should easily outwear 
the buildings in which they are used. Every part and feature of their construction has been tested 

and its worth and efficiency definitely established in our big Testing Laboratories, here and abroad— 

the only exclusive heating laboratories in the world. 


The practical values and every-day economies and conveniences of these heating outfits have been 
demonstrated in thousands and thousands of notable buildings, 
homes, stores, schools, churches, hospitals, theaters, etc., etc., in 
nearly every civilized country, and endorsed by leading health 
officials, engineers and architects. That is why IDEAL Boilers 
and AMERICAN Radiators are so fully guaranteed. Yet they 
cost no more than ordinary types made without scientific tests of 
construction and capacity. Accept no substitute. 


ANo.2-22-WIDEALBoil- A No. 3015 IDEAL Boil , 
anes 4o0cg ft of 381m. and 178 sq. ft. of 38mch =f you want to make your home a haven of comfort, don’t wait until you - 


panna nepal colina ts enncr tan build but comfort your present house — on farm or in city — with an outfit of 

were used to heat this were used to heat this IDEAL Boiler and AMERICAN Radiators. Put in now without disturbing The fire in an IDEAL Boil- 
. tt ° . ; i i 

a —— old heaters until ready to start fire in new outfit. Ne ee 

At these prices the goods hi be Lenny a) 4 peer 4 < . ” : One charging of coal easily 

reputable, competent Fitter. This did not includecosts Ask for free book: ‘‘ Ideal Heating,’”’ which proves to you why these outfits iasts through the longest 


of labor, pi valves, freight, etc., which are extra and . ; 
vary pron ol to climatic and other conditions. are an investment — not an experse. Call, phone or write to-day. pany Be = Mae can be 


—w 


ARCO WAND Vacuum Cleaner — built into the house 


We also make the ARCO WAND Vacuum Cleaner, connected by iron suction pipe to various floors of houses, flats, schools, 
churches, hotels, etc. Through a light-weight hose ALL the dirt, cobwebs, lint, threads, moths, etc., are drawn with 
lightning rapidity down the iron piping into big, sealed dust-bucket in cellar. No dragging around a clumsy, inefficient portable cleaner — instead, 
you have a practical outfit that is a part of the building — like radiator heating. 


~ 
Sold by all dealers. ,% Write Department 46 
ia \ 816-822 S. Michigan 
No exclusive agents. ee Ca ee ee ed Ave., Chicago 


Public Showrooms at Chicago, New York, Boston, Providence, Philadelphia, Washington, Boeltunore, Buffalo, Pittsburgh, Cleveland, Cincinnati, Detroit, Atlanta, Birmingham, New Orleans, 
Indianapolis, Milwaukee, Omaha, Minneapolis, St. Paul, St. Louis, Kany »s Vity, Denver, Seattle, Portland, Spokane, Los Angeles, San Francisco, 
Toronto, Brantford (Ont.), London, Paris. & ussels, Berlin, Cologne, Milan, Vienna 
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